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ls it wrong? 

Disclaimer: These characters are mine! And l'm sure | have no future plans of suing myself so there! 
Ha, I've finally figured out a way to beat the system. 

Was it wrong that | thought about him all the time? 


It didn't feel wrong. It never felt wrong when | thought about him. It didn't feel wrong when | was with girls, it 


didn't feel wrong when | was singing onstage. It never felt wrong. 


| looked over to the brunette who was plucking on the strings of his guitar, cigarette dangling from the side of 
his mouth as he basked in the glory of the after-show high. 


We had just played on front of a hundred screaming kids that praised us, and had got our first paycheck. Fifty 
dollars. To some it was a fucking rip-off, but we're thankful for whatever we get in this band. After all, lowlife 


beggars can't be choosers, and neither can struggling musicians. 


"Hey Roxii! Get your skinny ass over here!" Skarlett shouted, causing me to jump in my seat and bring my 


attention to the fact that | was sitting alone. 

| looked up at the guitarist that was grinning in my direction, eyes glittering with childish delight as he 
beckoned me over to where all the rest of the band was sitting. 

| loved his eyes, and | loved it when he looked at me with them. They seemed so deep and utterly tantalising. 
Oh God, | wanted him. 

| shuffled out of the seat | was sitting in and weaved through countless dancing teenagers until | finally got to 
the table all my fellow musicians-'The Suspects'- were seated at, smoking away on their joints and drinking 


whiskey from the same bottle. 


| took up a seat beside Roger-our bassist- and yanked the bottle of whiskey out of Reggie's skilled drummer 
hands. 


"Heyl" Reggie scoffed, trying to snatch back the bottle. 
"Keep your hands away from me Reginald!" | warned, pointing my finger at him disapprovingly. 
He shook his head in disgust at the use of his full name before turning around to talk to our manager, Seth. 


"Roxii, your voice was amazing tonight, bro! All pitchy and toned, just perfect," Skarlett smiled at me, jumping 
down off the table he was standing on and pulling up a chair beside mine. 


"You weren't so bad yourself, Eric," | laughed, seeing his face turn Skarlett at the use of his real name. Hence 


why we call him Skarlett. 


"Dude, don't call me that," he muttered, brushing back a few loose strands of peroxide blonde locks with a 


sweep of his calloused fingers. 


| loved his hair. It was so shaggy and wild, yet surprisingly silky at the same time. And the way it framed his 


angelic face while still adding a certain amount of intensity to his dark, cocoa eyes. 


"Oh God," | sighed, letting my head flop forwards and my chestnut coloured layers of hair fall on front of my 


face. 


"What's the matter, Josh?" Skarlett asked, putting his finger under my chin and forcing me to look up into his 
eyes. 


"Uh..nothing," | tried to stop myself from trembling, "And don't call me that!" 


"Okay," he muttered, eyes lowering suspiciously, "Are you on something?" 
| jumped back in annoyance, "No!" 
"OK, just asking,” he put up his hands in surrender. 


| shook my head, a little pissed off at the guitarist's accusation. If anything, | was the only clean one in the 
group. 


"Hey, you guys!" A tall leggy blonde hopped over to the group and linked her arm around Skarlett's shoulder. 


"Hey Kristen," the rest of the band greeted her back, except for me. | hated Kristen! Instead | just sat back in 
my seat and watched as she slithered her way on to Skarletts lap. 


"Hey Baby," she coved into his ear as he kissed down her swan-like throat. 


Oh how I'd love to wring that throat of hers. I'd take great pleasure at putting that annoying voice of hers to 
rest. 


Don't get me wrong, | mean she hates me too. | have reason to hate her! She told Skarlett that | wasn't a good 
singer. That he should get a singer that complimented his guitar more. | fucking compliment his guitar just fine, 
better than you'll ever compliment it, thank you very fucking much bitch! 

Lucky thing Skarlett isn't pussy whipped or I'd be out on my ass. 

Kristen raised her eyes up to look at me. | sneered at her, baring my teeth so that she knew when she wasn't 
wanted. She just shrugged it off and took Skarletts hand, leading him up to the dance floor. 

Great, now who the hell am | supposed to talk to? 

"Roxiil" A voice called from behind me, followed by a hand on my shoulder. 

| turned my head to the side and looked up at the smiling face of Seth. 


"Hello Seth. What do you want?" | asked, getting to the point and side stepping all the pussyfooting around shit. 


"Wow Roxii, for someone who just performed a kickass show you're a feisty cat," he chuckled, filling the seat 


that Skarlett had just evacuated. 


"Yeah well, a good thing never lasts for long now, does it?" 


"Don't be so crude, | just came to congratulate you, ya know? You sure showed Skarlett's bitch, anyway," again 


came his trademark chuckle. 


| smirked and stubbed out my cigarette on the solid oak table, "Yeah, well, she should've known better than to 
doubt me." 


"Damn straight," he smiled, “But..ya know-;" 


"Ah, here it comes," | laughed, turning my seat around to get a better look at the chubby, balding man that 


was my manager and clasping my hands on my lap in a very business fashion. 


"Heh..yeah well, as | was saying..! think you should try to... don't know..maybe promote your band a bit more?" 
he suggested, crossing one chubby leg over the other. 


"How so?" | asked, mocking his stance by throwing my skinny, leather clad leg over the other. 


He smiled, "Well, there are a lot of young women in here that don't really like the rock music you're selling..but 


they could learn to like it-;" 


"My, my Seth. Are you asking me to sleep with girls just to boost ratings? You kinky little fuckheadl" | snarled, 
disgusted by the mere thought. 


"You're not like normal singers, are you Roxii? No, normal singers would jump at this type of endorsement but 


you... you look almost disgusted," he lowered his eyes, "Are you on something?" 


| raised my hands in the air in amazement, "No! M NOT!" | shouted to him, a little louder than perhaps | 
should have. 


"Roxii? You all right man?" Skarlett asked from behind me, obviously hearing my outburst. 

| looked around to face him, but his girlfriend was pulling him into a tight embrace. 

‘Im fine," | said, waving my hand at him in a gesture not to worry before turning to face Seth again 

He was nervous and sweaty, "Listen, just think about it," Seth said, "It's just a suggestion But for now, enjoy 
your party, Rocky. You deserve it," he grinned, ruffling my hair before disappearing into a sea of dancing 


bodies. 


| moved my chair around again to face the dance floor, watching as the guy | loved got swamped by a flutter 


of kisses from Kristen. 


| rested my elbow on the table and propped my head on my fist, watching wearily as with every passing 


second another member of my band was dragged on to the dance floor by a giggling woman. 


Finally, the only thing | could do to crush my heartache and boredom, was grab the nearest girl and take her 
for the ride of a lifetime. 


| have only ever been good at two things in my life: Singing and flirting. | could get a girl in the sack like a snap, 
and it was no different this time. 


The girl | chose was a big-breasted, raven-haired woman called Rhonda. | got to learn her name, occupation, 


favourite food, drink, colour and game before | finally coaxed her to come outside. 
| fucked her quick and rough in the back alley of the club before saying my goodnights to her. She was no 
different from the rest of the girls, and she left me with no satisfaction-just like the rest of the girls. | would 


never get fulfilment from any girl, because they weren't what | wanted. 


What | wanted, was someone I'd probably never be able to have. 


How can i? 


Even if people don’t like this l'm still going to write it lol, just for the hell of it, ya know. But seriously, rêr is 
appreciated so please! 


| unlocked the door to my San Francisco apartment- a run down dump with one bathroom, and a kitchen/living 
room/bedroom combo. | got it three years ago when | was eighteen and had just got thrown out of my 
parent's house. It was the only thing | could afford at the time, and I'm still having trouble paying the rent as 
it is. 


Walking into the kitchen, the first thing | did was scavenge the fridge for anything | could eat. | had to settle 
for two-day old Chinese food and a half drunken can of diet Pepsi. 


| felt a light pawing at the side of my leg, and when | looked down to see what it was | was greeted by the 
large, inky black eyes of my puppy; Mr. Doritos. Skarlett thought of the name, and | was too much of a fool- 
in-love to reject it. 

"Hello baby," | coved, lifting up the little terrier in both arms and burying my face in its fur. 

It was funny to see my chestnut hair straggle out onto the soft, white fur. It reminded me of Skarlett, this 
weird little mutt in my arms. That was partly the reason of why | bought it in the first place. It had those 


large, wistful eyes and peroxide-looking fur. He was beautiful. 


| stroked down its back while walking into the living room, settling down on the large, burgundy sofa and putting 
my feet up on the broken coffee table. 


"You're the only one that cares, Mr. Doritos," | said, a little worried with myself that | was talking to an 


eleven-month-old dog. 


He barked, making me think for a brief second that he understood me. Can Dogs understand humans? Maybe 
they can but they just can't talk back? 


| rolled my eyes at all these stupid thoughts | was having and set the dog back on the dirty white floor, letting 
it run off into its little bed in the corner. 


Sometimes | think that dog has a bad affect on me. 
| was about to dig into dinner when | heard a knocking on my door. 


"Oh for fuck's sake," | muttered, putting my Chinese down on the ground and standing up to answer the 
insistent knocking, "Sometimes | don't know why | try to eat.” 


When | turned the handle and pulled open the rickety, wooden door, a wide smile spread over my face. 

"Hello," | grinned at the blonde, leaning an arm against the doorframe. 

"Hey," he smiled back, a guitar in one hand and an open beer in the other, "You didn't stay at the club for very 
long. C'mon, it was a fuckin’ celebration, man. How can we celebrate a good show without the singer of our 
band?" 

| shrugged; smile disappearing from my face as my gaze turned to the ground. 

‘lm sorry. | just-;' 

"You hate social engagements," he laughed at the familiarity, stepping past me and into the apartment. 


"Well..yeah," | said, closing the door and blocking out the blare of the city lights. 


Skarlett jumped over the piles of trash covering the floor and flopped down on the chair. He lifted the guitar 
over his lap and started picking randomly at the strings. 


"What are you here for then?" | asked, sitting down very closely to him and trying hard to keep my hands to 
myself. 


He looked at me, face flickering with a sense of distress before he looked back to his guitar again 

| put my hand on his shoulder, "Hey man, what's the matter, eh? C'mon, tell me." 

He smirked a little, shrugging off my hand and putting the guitar down gently against his leg. 

"IFs just..Kristen, she.." he stopped and leant his head down on my shoulder. 

| gasped, hoping he couldn't hear my heart beating like a drum against my chest or see my hands clasping 
together in praying position as | looked to the ceiling and muttered silently under my breath some sort of 
prayer I'd heard when | was twelve. | wasn't a Christian, but right now, | had no other option but to resort to 
God. Cause if he is real, he's the only one that could give me strength and help me to keep my hands together 
and away from this man beside me. 

"Did you two break up?" | asked, wishing with all my might the answer would be yes. 


He took his head off my shoulder and knotted his eyebrows, "No..what made you think that?" He asked. 


| put my elbows on my knees and let my hands dangle in between as | looked to the ground. 


It was only now that | noticed the ring on Skarletts finger. A ring that hadn't been there only mere hours ago. 
My eyes widened as realisation slapped me with a diamond-studded hand in the face. 
‘Oh my God," | gasped before | could stop myself. 


He looked down to where | was staring and smiled, "Yeah..it's true," he announced, lifting up his hand to let me 


have a better view of it. 
"Did you ask her to marry you?" | breathed, hair flopping on front of my face, irritating me to my core. 
The dog obviously sensed my distress and came running to my side at once. 


Ah, my loyal puppy. | can always rely on him to calm me when I'm ready to kill someone. Namely, Eric Waltz! 
The guy who's smiling at me with happy eyes as he shows off his engagement ring. 


"No Roxii, she asked me," he laughed, "She fuckin’ asked me." 


| was amazed. How could | go to his wedding? | mean, | know I'm going to have to go, but how can |? How can | 


possibly watch the man | love, marry someone? 

He watched my eyes expectantly, wanting me to say something to him. But what was there to say? 
"That must make you the bitch then?" | said. 

He shook his head and his eyebrows knotted in confusion, 

"What?" he laughed. 


"Uh..nothing," | muttered, picking up the Pepsi and gulping the whole thing down in one, over-sized swig in the 
hope that the sugar might calm me. Unfortunately, they hardly put any sugar in det Pepsi. 


"Damn thing doesn't have enough sugar," | hissed, standing to my feet and walking into the kitchen to raid the 


fridge again for something more..alcoholic. Anything that would numb my brain. 


"Since when do you drink diet Pepsi?" Skarlett scoffed, picking up the empty can between his forefinger and 
thumb, as if it was some sort of disgusting piece of garbage. 


"Since it was the only thing | could find in my goddamn fridge," | replied back, a bitter edge tainting my voice. 


"Anyway, | was thinking.." Skarlett started, following me into the kitchen and standing beside me. His face 
illuminating in the fridge's artificial light. 


| reached into the back of the refrigerator and pulled out an almost empty bottle of Jack Daniels, gulping it 
down. 


"I was thinking..if you'd be my best-man," he smiled, tapping my shoulder. 
| spat the alcohol back out, sending it in a spray across the kitchen before looking at Skarlett. 


"|.oh, | can't Eric! | can't, don't make me. | can't do weddings; I'll screw it up! Get Reggie or someone else to do 


it," | begged him, grabbing onto the baggy material of his crisp white shirt and peering into his smiling face. 

"| don't want Reggie to be my best man though. It's got to be you," he grinned at me. 

For a minute | was lost for words. | knew | couldn't agree but how could | say no? | wanted to make him happy, 
and I'd do anything to please him, but having to go to the wedding would be bad enough, let alone having front 
row seats to the whole catastrophe. 


"Okay..l'll do it," | sighed before | could stop myself, shaking my head and dropping the empty bottle into the bin 


Eric smiled and wrapped his arms around me in a great big bear hug, pressing me against his chest tightly so 


that | could feel the contours of his muscles below the white shirt he was wearing. 


As his face buried into my shoulder | relished in the feel of his hair against my cheek. He smelt of cinnamon 
and cigarette smoke, not to mention the lingering scent that Kristen always wore. 


| smiled against him. | loved the feeling that | had made him so happy- but | wish it were under other 


circumstances. 


Eric pulled away and placed both his hands on my shoulders, eyes looking almost lazy and drugged as he stared 


at me. 
"What's the matter?" | asked, getting slightly worried at this weird look on his face. 


"Nothing, sijust..you look so damn cute when you're all flustered n' stuff,” he smiled, flicking his finger under 


my chin as if | were five. 


"| do?" | looked at him with wide eyes before shaking my head and placing a tough face on over my expectant 
one, "| mean..uh, dude. Shut up." 


He nodded, "You're right, Heh..but if it helps, you just look whiny now." 


| hit him playfully on the chin and looped an arm around his shoulder, trying to hide back the tears that were 


dampening under my eyes. 


So..when are you two tying the knot?" | asked, swallowing the lump in my throat. 

"Next week" 

"What?! Next week! Fuck, that's soon!" | folded my arms across my chest and lowered my eyes at him. 

He smiled innocently, "Yeah, well..Kristen didn't want to wait for long." 

Oh..| see," | nodded at him and picked up the little dog that was playing with my shoelaces. 

"Well..| mean, | didn't want to wait long either. | don't need the struggle of a big wedding. l'm in a band, I've got 
to make a living," he shrugged and picked up his guitar, swinging the strap over one of his bony shoulders and 
letting it bang against his leather-clad leg. 


"Yeah..so, shouldn't you be with Kristen now?" | asked, voice lowering. 


It's not that | wanted to get rid of him; | just didn't want to be surprised and disappointed if he had to leave 


me to return to her side. 


"Nah, she's telling the in-laws-to-be," he grinned, sliding his fingers through his hair and leaning all his weight 
onto his left leg so that his hip was lopsided. 


"Cool," | lied. It wasn't cool at all. | didn't want to think of Kristen at the minute. | just wanted to look at Eric. 
| call him Eric usually, even though he hates it. | don't really approve of stage-names. They seem really 
cheesy. Some people | meet think ‘Roxii' is a stage name, but its actually more or a nickname; since my real 
name is Joshua Roxx. 

| pulled Mr. Doritos to my chest and kissed the top of his head like some sort of sick dog-lover. 


Eric raised his eyebrows at me and laughed under his breath. 


"So..you gonna spend the night here?" | asked hopefully, annoyed with the speed my heart was going at seeing 
those tight leather trousers hugging at his slender legs. 


"Only if I'm welcome," he grinned, putting his guitar down again and cracking his knuckles, making me cringe 


slightly as | walked over into the living room to stand over him as he sat down lazily in my chair. 
"Yeah, You're welcome," | assured him, putting the dog down into his arms as he looked down his nose at it. 


| smiled sweetly to the blonde, "Don't look at him like that!" 


‘lm sorry he's just so..so..weird lookin’," he shivered. 
"He's a dog! " | shook my head, not being able to stop a smile spreading on my face. 


"Yeah well, he can go fuck himself if he thinks he's gonna stay on my knee," Eric snarled, shoving the dog off 
his bent knee in a way that might've been cruel if there hadn't been a pillow for it to land on. 


| put my hand on Eric's shoulder, curling my fingers around the material of his t-shirt and delighting in the 
heat of him. 


Kristen didn't deserve him. He could do way better than that bitch and | think even he knew it. 


lm glad you agreed to be best-man," Eric smiled to himself, picking at the zipper of his jeans. Pulling it up and 
down playfully. 


| couldn't stop myself from looking at the zipper he was playing with. The sensuality was turning me on so 
much. | had to make him stop, and before | could think | had already grabbed hold of his hand and was 
squeezing it in mine, staring into his wide eyes as he looked at me quizzically. 

"What?" he asked. 

"Don't..stop doing that," | muttered. 


‘Oh..sorry," he laughed. 


But in all honesty, he had nothing to be sorry for apart from the fact that if he didn't stop, he might've given 


me more pleasure than any girl had in the last three years. 


Bachelor party. 


Thanks for the reviews everyone who reviewed. it was really appreciated. 


The lights flickered on and off in the strip club as the dancing women twirled around poles that extended from 
the ground to the ceiling. 


Skarlett was making himself comfortable in the arms of a tall, voluptuous blonde that was coiling her arms 


around his neck. 
It was his bachelor party and he seemed to be having a good time, and so did the rest of the band. Reggie had 
his face buried in some redhead's breasts and Roger was drooling as he stuffed one-dollar bills into the exotic 


dancers skirts. 


|, however, was sitting at a small, round table near the stage; stirring the ice around in my drink with the tip 


of my finger and watching bleakly at the surroundings. 


A smoke machine was causing the whole place to become cloaked with mist and sending erotic chills through 


the room. 

The entire band spent most of their time in this particular club, but tonight | was unable to continue with my 
usual antics that | would normally perform. Tonight | wasn't in the mood to do anything but bathe in my own 
self-pity, and think about what | would be able to do tomorrow at the wedding. 

If | were to tell anyone my predicament they might say | was in a position where ‘doing something, would only 
humiliate me. But all these sceptical people can suck my fucking dick because | will not watch this wedding go 
through! 

| was suddenly dragged kicking and screaming out of my thoughts by the drunken voice of Reggie. 


" Roxii, Whatcha doing over here all alone?" He slurred, linking an arm around my neck and holding a bottle to 


my face. 
‘lm sorry-;' 


"NO! Don't apologise, man! That's exactly what they want you to do?" His eyes lowered into a glare and his 


auburn hair fluttered over his face in light coils. 


"That's what who wants me to do?" | asked, wondering what the hell he was babbling on about. 


"Jesus, never mind! | know you hate social things but seriously, go over and talk to Skarlett, he's wondering 
where you are," he stated, green eyes misting over as his attention rolled from me over to the woman that 


was now taking centre-stage. 


| brought my cigarette up to my lips in a type of silent wonder, dragging a long, slow lungful of it before 
grabbing my glass and making my way over to Skarlett. 


| found him seated on one of the many couches that were dispersed at random points around the room. His 


arm draped over the shoulder of one of the dancers and sunglasses masking his eyes. 


He was talking to Roger, laughing away as the blonde he was currently wooing kissed up and down his neck and 
tried to slither her way onto his lap. 


"Hey Eric," | muttered, sitting down on top of the wooden table beside Roger so that | was looking down at the 
guitarist. 


He stared at me, smile flashing as he pushed the dancer away from him and put his hand on my shoulder. 
'Roxill | haven't seen you all night dude, where've you been?" 

It made me feel so happy that he was glad to see me that | couldn't help but grin 

"Um. ya know..sex n all" | lied. | had hardly been looking at anyone all night, let alone fucking them. 


"Wow..damn/| miss all that. Just having random sex with any girl. | wish | could just..have one last fling before 


tomorrow," he announced, eyes glittering with mischief as he looked the blonde beside him up and down, 
She smiled, biting her bottom lip as she took the hand that Skarlett had offered her. 


Her name-according to the nametag that had been placed on her left bra-strap- was Catherine, and | knew 
just by the look in her eyes that she was more than willing to give herself completely to the guy on front of 


her. 


Eric lead the girl out from behind the table and was about to take her outside when | grabbed a fistful of his 
red shirt and pulled him back down on the leather seat, 


"NO!" | shouted at him, peering into his terrified brown eyes as he still kept a grip on the girl's hand. 


"What's your problem?" he asked, shaking his head slightly as Catherine scowled at me so hard I'm surprised 
her eyes didn't start glowing red. 


"Well." my eyes enlarged as | tried to think of any excuse to stop him from fucking this girl, "Well..you can't.. 
cheat on your wife the day before your wedding." 


| could've killed myself right there on the spot. | could have pulled out a gun and flicked the trigger on myself. 


But- to my relief- Skarlett just nodded slightly, his eyes wide and almost infatuated looking as he stared at me 
and let the blonde's hand fall from his own. 


"Maybe you're right, Roxii," he whispered, sighing and gulping down a mouthful of Jack Daniels. 
| moaned in relief, subtly putting a hand to my chest and trying to calm myself down. 


"Though | must say l'm fucking disappointed!" He snarled, looking off towards Catherine, who was now coiling her 


arms around some other random guy. 
"Don't be, she's a slut," | smiled, shuffling off the table and down beside him. 
"Yeah..| suppose," he groaned unconvincingly, lifting a cigarette to his lips. 


Roger's eyes wandered across the room and he suddenly lifted himself off of the table and ran quickly over to 


Reggie- who was receiving a lap-dance from a girl in lavender underwear. 


It was only Skarlett and me at the table now, and | was beginning to get that anxious feeling in my stomach 
that | always get around him. 


| shuffled closer to the blonde who was taking constant puffs off his cigarette, and was about to put my arm 


around him when my name was called from across the smoke-filled room. 
| clenched my eyes shut, trying to keep my anger from boiling over as | turned to see who was calling me. 


It was our manager, and he was making his way over to me-separating a long line of dancing couples in his 
path before taking a seat down beside me. 


Before | thought things couldn't get worse, Eric was getting beckoned over by Roger over to the table him and 
Reggie were sitting at. 


| couldn't believe it when Eric heeded to the call and walked over to the bassist. 


"IFs no usel" | screamed, grabbing at my hair and guzzling down the rest of my drink- not caring that our 
manager -Seth- was trying to get my attention 


"Listen Seth! I'm not in the mood to talk right now, just let me gol" | sneered, pulling myself off the chair and 
heading towards the fire exit. 


| banged open the door and breathed in the outside air. 


| looked around and found that | was in a long, dark alleyway; covered in random bags of trash and dead rats. 


"Fuck," | moaned, putting my hands to my head and closing the door of the club behind me with the sole of my 
foot. 


| hated this! | hated being at this club celebrating something | didn't even approve of. | think that this marriage 
is a disgusting idea. 


| leaned my back against the brick wall of the alley and kicked my foot against the ground 

| should go home. I'm tired, lm irritated and Im drunk | just need to sleep 

| threw my cigarette down on the ground and shoved my hands in my jacket pockets 

When | came to my hotel entrance there was a man sitting at the steps leading up to the front doors. He was 
rapped in a type of cloak that hid most of his face, and he was holding out a cup that | assumed was to 


gather money off of passers-by. 


If | had been in a better mood | might've given him a nickel or something, but how giving could | possibly be in 


the circumstances. 


When | entered my apartment on the second floor, the first thing | did was raid the fridge. | always raid the 


fridge when | come home; it's like an unwritten rule. 


| found half a tub of Hagan daz ice cream and decided that it was better than nothing, so | grabbed a spoon 
and began to indulge in it. 


| walked into the living room, trying to avoid tripping over Mr. Doritos-who was interweaving through my legs. 
My eyes drifted over to the tux that was laid out on my chair for the next day. | wanted to dump my ice 
cream all over it, but then | would have nothing to wear and | wouldn't want to humiliate myself more by 
showing up with ice cream over my tux. | could hear the whispers of Kristen's posh parents now: 

Oh, its that singer. He's positively ghastly looking!" 

| flopped down on my bed and sprawled out, kicking off my shoes and putting the Hagan Daz tub on the bed 
side cabinet. 


| closed my eyes and was about to fall asleep when Mr. Doritos jumped up beside me, making me jump slightly. 


| looked down at the little terrier that was licking my fingers and smiled, laughing as | wrapped my arms 


around him and pulled him to my chest. 
It scared me slightly that instead of sleeping with girls at night, | was now resorting to a dog. 


Oh God..'m everything my father would disapprove of. I'm in love with a man, single, and sleeping with my dog. 


If only. 


RR is craved! Please give me opinions. 


| stood up beside him at the altar; head wanting to fall down into my hands to make my total distaste for this 


entire ceremony clear for all to see. But | refrained. 


White tulips had been packed into crystal vases, which Kristen's parents had most likely purchased with the 
thoughts that there was no way Eric would be able to afford anything for this wedding, what with the Most 
unsuitable job of a guitarist in a band with a worthless singer lke Joshua Roxx, that will never get off its feet 


| cringed at the memories. | could remember every minute of the night | heard those words, uttered outside 
the ‘Sunshine Motel, in west San Francisco by Kristen's stuck-up mother and father. They always thought that 
their precious little princess's relationship with my guitarist was always somewhat of a problem. Then again, 
they let the couple go on with their love affair, in the hopes that Kristen would soon see things from their 


point of view. 


At this moment-as their daughter is getting wedded off into a gang of screeching vagabonds that is our band- 
| would pay money to get some insight into their thoughts. 


The priest stood behind a small, wooden stand that a black prayer book was placed atop. He smiled at Eric and 
Kristen, giving them his blessings before the music stopped and the ceremony began. 


My mouth was dry and the black, silk tie | was wearing cut into my neck, along with the top button of my 
shirt. My hair had been pulled back with a red ribbon that | wanted to pull out more with every passing 
second, and my jacket was a bit too small around the arms. | really should have tried this coat on before | 


bought it. 


My hands were shuffling with a silk scarf that | had ripped off my outfit with the thoughts that it looked a 
bit too tacky for my taste. | rubbed the silk between my thumb and forefinger, shifting my weight from one 
foot to the other as | waited for the priest to ask if anyone had objections. 


My nerves were killing me, and whenever | looked at Kristen | kept having disturbing visions of my face stuck 


on her body. 


"Jesus Christ," | muttered, blinking my eyes frantically in an attempt to rid my mind of these God-forsaken 
visions, my hands still twisting around the material that was coiled in my grasp. 


| felt a light nudge in my ribs. When | looked up, | saw Eric give me a small glare out of the corner of his eyes 


and his teeth were bared in a way that told me that | should shut the hell up. 


| didn't realise he heard me, and | couldn't help but smile at him apologetically. 


"If anybody have reason, why these two should not be joined in holy matrimony. May they speak now, or 
forever hold their Peace," The priest asked, eyes hard as he stared around the gold-lined church. Peering down 
at all the formally dressed people with cold, icy-blue eyes as the lines on his forehead wrinkled. 


My eyes narrowed and my head lifted so that | was staring straight into the eyes of the Priest. 


Here, in the ‘House of God' was where | was supposed to object to the wedding of my best friend. 


And | was all too willing to do it. But when | opened my mouth to speak, it dried up and nothing came out. 


| wasn't able to say anything at all, and my hands tightened ever more around the silk scarf. There was a 
small ripping sound as the material tore into two separate halves and my gaze dropped back to the ground. 


"Very well. Since nobody has any objections.” The priest stared one more time around the room and rested his 
eyes eagerly to the back of the church and on the entrance doors- as if expecting someone to jump through 

the large, oaken double-doors of the church and nobly stop the nuptial, "I guess it's fair to say.." he looked to 

Eric and smiled a toothy grin, "You may now kiss the bride." 


| turned to face Eric- who was lifting up the veil to reveal Kristen's freshly made-up face- and as his lips 


Touched hers, my heart died in my chest. 


The entire crowd cheered, and the only people left with morbidly depressed faces were Kristen's parents and 


myself. 


My mind scolded me with every passing second and my eyes burned in my skull with every tear that was 
threatening to show itself. 


| couldn't watch any more. | shifted off the small step that | had been placed on beside all the other Grooms- 


men and made my way down the aisle and out into the church grounds. 


My hands latched onto my stomach as my nerves moved through me, making me almost numb with pain and 


anger, not to mention utter devastation. 


From the minute the ‘| do's' were said, it was like my whole world had been crushed. And when | didn't grab on 
to the chance | had to stop the whole thing, | lost all hope in my world as it came crashing down around me. 
Burying me under all the rubble that is my existence. 


What do | have fo live for anymore? Was all | could think as | put my hands into my coat pockets and wandered 


into the church's garden-where a number of people were starting to gather to socialise and discuss how ‘in 


love' the newlyweds looked while reciting there vows. 
How fucking heart warming it all was, and how it brought tears to everyone's eyes. 
"Roxiil" A low, urgent hiss resounded from behind me. 


| twirled around quickly on the heel of my foot; tail of my coat flicking around my legs as | stopped abruptly 


and stared back in the direction | had come. 


| saw no source to this voice. All| could see was a gravel pathway that leaded off to the church gates, not to 


mention a number of flowerbeds and animal sculptures that dispersed around the garden. 


"Roxiil" The low hiss repeated itself, and | was able to trace the voice to coming from just behind one of many 


small bushes that were gathered close to each other. 
| walked cautiously over to the bushes and looked nervously around the corner of the trees. 


There-stooped behind one of the shrubs with a needle in his arm and a large smile plastered on his face- was 


Reggie. 


| gasped and put a little more urgency into my step as | bent down on my haunches to pull the needle 


carefully and gently out of his lank, motionless, skeletal-white arm. 
He breathed in deeply, looking into my eyes as | put the heroin needle down on the ground. 
| grabbed his face in my hands, forcing him to look at me in the eyes. 


"What are you thinking Reggie?" | sneered at him, lips curving up in disgust as | took in his dishevelled 


appearance. 


His Shirt had been un-tucked and the knot in his tie was freed and laying limply around his neck. The jacket he 


had been wearing- in complete sophistication- mere hours ago was now on the ground in a tousled mess. 
"It's..." He began, but he was in no shape to talk. 


Auburn strands matted the side of his face in an untidy clump. Making a mockery out of the combed, snazzy 


hairdo he had when he had only just arrived at the church. 


"If Skarlett seen you now he'd rip your dick out through your mouth," | laughed slightly, eyes lowering as | kept 
a firm grip on Reggie's bony hand. 


A smile spread slowly over his face, eyes wide with pleasure as the drug continued to run further into his 


Veins. 


"| guess | am acting a little rashly!" He burst out in hysterics, wheezing through fits of laughter as his head 
lolled from side to side. 


| wanted to join him. | wanted to laugh like that and let all my troubles absorb into the drugs in my blood and 
wash out the next day. 


But my problems were not so easy to dismiss as the addiction that Reggie had. In Reggie's case, his problem 
was the drug. And when he had the drug, he no longer had a problem. 


But in my case, | didn't have anything that could quench my desire for the one thing | could never have. 

For the rest of the evening | spent all the time with Reggie, slumped in the bushes just shooting up. We did it 
every way we could: We shot ourselves up, we shot each other up, and just waited for the pain of our lives to 
fade away before the purple haze filtered our minds, and made us forget all troubles until the drug wore off 


and we had to continue the same process over again. 


| wasn't sure if anybody mourned our absence, but it seemed that since all the fireworks were going off in the 


background and all the guests were cheering with glee, it seemed they were surviving without us. 
| smiled and watched as Reggie looked at his hand in a type of amazement. 


He spread his fingers out one by one before slamming them all back together again and jumping back in 


surprise every time. 


| laughed hysterically as his emerald eyes widened and diluted all too quickly, and watched in childish wonder as 


the same emerald eyes sparkled in the moonlight. 


By this stage my outfit was in as much a dishevelled mess as Reggie's was when | found him, and my hair was 


flopped on front of my left eye. 


| pulled my legs up into my chest as Reggie and! stared at each other nonchalantly, neither of us leaving eye 


contact. 


His hair was obscuring his view and by doing that it was annoying me to the pit of my stomach. | leaned over 


lazily and flicked the few strands of hair away from his face. 


He laughed and slid his hand under the flop of hair that was over my eye, brushing it back with a quick sweep 
before leaning back and looking at his work with a half smile. 


"You know..| don't like Kristen," Reggie finally said, lifting up his drink from a mound of grass and gulping down 
the fire hot whiskey. 


"Neither do |," | said through gritted teeth, my hands tightening around the neck of the bottle in my hand. 


"I think..okay, this might sound weird coming from a guy, but. think Skarlett could do better," he smirked, 


leaning back on his elbows on the grass and looking up into the dark, midnight skies. 

| shook my head, depression starting to rip at my insides again 

"Let's not talk about her," | sighed, shuffling closer to the drummer and propping a cigarette into my mouth. 
"Yeah," he laughed, sitting up on his knees and locking his eyes with mine again in a constant gaze. 


He looked so peaceful and yet | knew he had problems. He seemed so nonchalant and naturally aloof, but again | 


know this is not so. 


And in him, | saw a true reflection of myself. In his weary, sparking green eyes | could fall into and just feel 


comfortable. 


| reached out and grazed the side of his face with the back of my hand; outlining his lips with my finger and 
keeping my eyes locked with his. 


The glint in his eye was unmistakable, even through the glow that was emanating from them naturally. 

My hand went from his cheek into the tangle mass of auburn coils, and | could see his small half smile turn 
into a cunning grin, his eyebrow was arched as he tapped the ashes off his cigarette onto the ground and slid 
his hand into my hair; pulling me close to his chest and letting his lips hover over mine, only barely letting 


them touch. 


| put my hands onto his shoulders and pushed him into lying position, looking down on him and leaning my hands 


on the ground beside his arms. 
"Hi," he smiled, bringing a cigarette up to his lips again and breathing the smoke all over my face. 


| crushed the small spark on the end of the cigarette out, before pulling it from his grasp and throwing it 


away into a nearby flowerbed. 


He reached out with his own hand now and repeated what | had done to him by grazing the side of my face 
gently with his knuckles. 


My eyes closed and | tried to imagine it to be Eric. If only | could see him now, and it could be him beneath 


me. 


When | reopened my eyes, Reggie was still looking up at me patently, waiting for me to do something. 


His eyes were so wide | could hardly make out any colour around the pupils. 
"You're beautiful," He finally whispered, before grasping the lapels of my coat and pulling me down so that our 
lips were both pressed together in a kiss that seemed so soft for all the force that he pulled me down to 


meet him. 


| groaned as my hands slid down his sides, grabbing hold of a fistful of his crisp white shirt. 


My legs straddled his hips as my hands laced with his. 
| rested my forehead against his and pulled reluctantly away from his lips to breathe. 


"Roxii," he moaned, arms encircling my small waist as he pulled me close to him and put his head on my 


shoulder. 
"Yes," | replied, drawing circles on his back with the tip of my finger. 
"Would you be weirded out if | told you that.l've wanted to do that for so long it almost hurts?" 


| pulled away from him, looking down into his eyes, taking in his pale face and blood-red lips; noticing the dark 
lines of black kohl under his vivid emerald eyes for the first time right now. 


| shook my head and tried to fight off the lump in my throat, 


"No. It wouldn't weird me out," | muttered, pressing my lips against his once again and letting my tongue brush 


against his in an intimate stroke. 


"Good," he smirked, brushing back a stray strand of hair that had fallen into his eyes and putting his left hand 


onto my chest. 
| looked at the hand on my chest and raised my eyebrow. 

Before | could think, his hand was slowly travelling down my chest and lingering on my thigh 

| gasped, eyes widening as his hand reached into my trouser pocket 

"What are you doing?" | breathed, voice flustered and almost strangled 

He smiled wickedly before his hand emerged out of my pocket sporting my packet of cigarettes. 


"Oh!" | laughed, watching him intently as he pulled out a little white stick and stuck it in his mouth. 


"We've been out here for a long time, babe," Reggie smirked, putting the palms of his hands down on my chest 


and pushing me back so | was the one lying and he was looking down on me. 
"Your point being?" | asked smugly, smiling playfully as my fingers spidered their way closer to his crotch. 
Before | got there his own hand was clenched around my wrist, preventing me from going any closer. 


"Oh Jesus, | wish | could do it Roxx and God knows | do but..l don't think it's best," he sighed, seeming generally 
upset. 


| nodded, "Okay." 


He stood up and tried to straighten himself out, but failed miserably and we ended up going back to the party 


with our jackets over our shoulders and shirts just left out casually. 
For the rest of the night | wasn't particularly sure what | could do. | sat down at one of the many table that 
were left out, It was a great white table, shrouded with empty bottles of beer and half-full glasses of 


Sauvignon Blanc wine. 


| rolled my eyes when | seen Eric and Kristen dancing up on the raised wooden platform, surrounded by other 


couples that were waltzing around them. 

"So fuckin’ happy," | snarled, tapping my fingers on the tabletop. 
"Don't worry Roxii.” 

| jumped and turned to see Reggie setting himself down beside me. 


"What..what do you mean?" | asked him, trying to ‘play the idiot! and pretend to not know what he was talking 
about. 


He shook his head and laced his hand with mine under the table. 


"You have a ‘thing’ for Skarlett," he sighed bluntly, rubbing his free hand across his forehead and looking at 


me, waiting for his statement's confirmation. 


| didn't give him an answer- but the fact that | wouldn't look him in the eyes gave him the only answer he 


needed. 


Never Enough 


"ROXII" 
A distant scream echoed against the walls and brought me out of my daydreaming. 


| shuffled slightly, taking my elbow off the table and shaking my head, eyes widening with every second that | 


took in my surroundings. 


The walls were a deep, blood red and the tables were made with battered, almost rotted wood. Shelves were 


placed on either side of the room, filled with self-help books. 
| tapped my fingers on the table, rings glinting in the bright lights that were hanging from the ceiling. 


"What?" | mumbled, replying to the distant voice that had called my name- Even if | didn't know who it 
belonged to. 


"We've got to go. NOW!" 


| turned around to face a wide-eyed Reggie, who was pulling a red and black pinstripe shirt over his head, along 
with a pair of black jeans. 


His body was gleaming with sweat that glinted off the lights like my rings did. 


For a minute he seemed so appealing that my breath caught in my throat and a gasp escaped from behind my 
pursed lips. 


Reggie picked his drumsticks up from the top shelf, just above the self-help books and shoved them into his 


back pockets before walking over to me with movements like a cat. 


He smiled, showing gleaming white teeth and giving his green eyes a less steely look; they were more calm, 


more soft and caring. 

"C'mon baby," he smiled, swinging one leg over me so that he was straddling my thighs. 

| weaved one hand through his silky, auburn hair, watching as the individual strands swept over my fingers. 
My hand clenched into a fist around the mass of curls and | pulled him down into a hungry kiss, licking his lips 
before penetrating my tongue into his mouth. Feeling the sensations of pure ecstasy as his fingers crawled 


down my back, tracing one finger along my spine. 


He quickly pulled away; taking with him all feeling of pleasure that was replaced with a surprising amount of 


anger. 
"We've got to go, Roxx. | told you," He pulled himself off me, reaching out one of his hands to help me up. 


| looked from the hand he held out, up to his expectant face and sighed, before finally slapping my hand to his 


and pulling myself up into his arms. 

"Good boy," he smiled wickedly, putting his palm to the arch of my back and pushing me out the front door. 
As we walked down the hotel corridor, further away from his room, it was now that | got a horrible need in 
the pit of my stomach. It was an urging, importunate feeling that extended from my stomach up into the core 
of my heart. 

| shook my head, trying to ignore the unquenchable yearning for drugs, and pulling a cigarette out of my back 
pocket and pressing it up to my lips. | jumped back in surprise when a lighter flashed up on front of my mouth 
and lit up the tip of the little white nico-stick. 

"What the fuckl?" | hissed, almost letting the cigarette fall from my mouth. 


"You're welcome," Reggie muttered, looking down to try and find the entrance to his pocket so that he could 


put his lighter back where he got it. 
"Thanks," | mocked, my voice muffled as | tried to talk around the cigarette. 


As we passed through the revolving doors of the hotel entrance, out into the city streets, | could feel Reggie's 
hand slither its way into my own. His fingers lacing through mine like serpents. 


| looked down at our joined hands and raised an eyebrow at him, releasing my fingers from his, 

"What are you doing?" | asked, "This can't be an open relationship, you dick! Do you think we're ever gonna get 
signed if people think you have you're tongue down my throat?" | hissed, walking speedily ahead and shoving 
through another set of large wooden doors into a small, cramped room with white walls, a black ceiling and a 


black floor. 


This was where we practised. It is a small room just behind the nightclub that we usually play in, and we can 


use it whenever we want as long as we warn our manager of where we are. 
As | walked into the room, two pairs of wide, calculating eyes greeted me. 


Skarlett stood up from the amplifier he had seated himself on and shifted his weight from one leg to the 
other and kicking his foot on the ground like a nervous child. 


"You're both fuckin late!" Roger said quickly, before Skarlett had the chance to say anything. 


"Yeah..sorry," | muttered, looking to the ground in shame. 

Roger sighed a long, tired sigh and cursed under his breath. 

"Listen, it doesn't matter now. Let's just practice, okay?" he said, plugging his bass into the amplifier and 
shoving past Skarlett so that he could go to his position at the centre-right of the stage. 

My eyes wandered over to the blonde, who was holding a white guitar with a skull and cross-bones painted on 
the side, picking at random strings to see if it was tuned properly. 

| smiled and crossed my arms. Observing the tall, leather clad wonder, with optimistic eyes. 

Skarlett's hair was tied back from his face, random strands falling loose from the tie and obstructing his 
vision. But the guitarist didn't seem to notice this as much as | did. | notice lots of little things about Skarlett 
that no one else does, and | love them all. 


"Hey Roxii?" Another voice pulling me out of yet another one of my little daydreams. 


| sighed, lolling my head over so that | was looking at Roger; who was holding his bass in one hand and resting 
his other hand on his hip impatiently. 


"What?" | asked lazily. 


"Do you mind? Some of us wanna practice," he shot me a sarcastic smile before hauling his bass into both 


hands and fastening the strap over his neck. 
| walked over to the microphone stand, taking my place at the front of the stage beside Roger and Skarlett. 


The drum beat started- mixing with bass and lead guitar before a particular note in the music signalled that it 


was time for me to start in with the vocals. 


The first few lyrics were harmonised with Skarlett and me, both of our voices singing low notes before my 


voice finally strayed from the guitarists, and | was singing solo. 


| got a huge, orgasmic feeling when | sang. Taking centre-stage is the most exhilarating job because everyone 
worships youl The chicks, the manager, the fans, your own band. They all worship the ground | walk on because 


l'm making these incredible sounds! 


| twisted the microphone lead in my fist, clenching it up to my heart as | forced out more high-pitched 
screams, more shouts, more lyrics. | always was the perfectionist, and my standards for myself were always 


higher than anyone else's. | always expected more. And if it comes to the point | can't give more, then | will 


take that as my queue to leave the band. 


But as | started into the third verse of, ‘Vanity killed her, that was when a strange feeling came over me again. 
The feeling of need, the feeling of want, the feeling of a man that had an addiction. 


But | wasn't addicted. | couldn't be.l've never been addicted to anything in my life..But then again.heroin is the 


most addictive drug. Why did it seem so unbelievable to me? 
Reggie does heroin all the time. Is this how he feels? 
Who am | kidding? He's probably feeling exactly like | am right now. 


Need. It. 


NO! What | need is to finish this song. It had to be finished! So | clenched my eyes shut and held tighter to the 
lead in my hand before walking sluggishly over to Skarlett and sitting myself down on his amplifier. My insides 


warming as he smiled one of his youthful, boyish smiles at me. 


| saw the muscles up his arms tense and flex every time he played another note. His hand sliding up and down 
the neck of the guitar. It was mesmerising, and | might have fallen off the amplifier if the crash of one of the 


drum symbols hadn't reminded me | was still in the middle of singing a song. 


And Vanity loved, 

That Satan weaved her beauty that one summer night. 
She looked all the more, she peered in the mirror. 

She looked at herself in the light, 

The last thing she saw, 

Was the flash of my knife. 


Vanity Killed her 


The end of the song soon came, and | pulled myself onto my feet. 


Roger and Reggie both went over to get a drink of water from the 24/T-corner store across the street, 
leaving me alone with Skarlett- who was shaking his layered, blonde hair out of his eyes and taking his guitar 
from around his neck, placing it gently against the wall like it was a priceless antique. 


| knew that right now-as he was tending to his guitar's needs- he wouldn't even notice me. So | rolled my eyes 
and backed up against the amplifier again, pulling myself on top of it, placing my elbows stiffly on my knees and 
resting my chin on my fists impatiently. 


As | waited for the guitarist to take some notice of me, my eyes couldn't help but wander off into a corner of 
the room as | went into one of my little trances 


| remembered this morning, when | woke up beside Reggie. His arms were tied around my waist. | could still feel 
them there, gripping me tightly, constricting my body. | remembered just staring at him sleeping as light 


corkscrews matted his pale white face. 


Reggie knows | love Skarlett, and yet it doesn't seem to bother him. He still sleeps with me, and | let him do it. | 
let him seduce me, and I've let him do it every night since Skarletts wedding, 


| never shrug off his hand as he snakes it around my waist. And when l'm sitting alone at a table in a crazy 


rightclub-| never tell Reggie to stop lacing his fingers through mine. 


| can't tell him to stop, because he gives me what | want. 


A chance to forget. 


When I'm with Reggie, | can't think about anything else but him. The walls close in and it's us, without the 


world. 


But when the night we're together comes to an end. | wake up quickly the next morning, pull on my clothes and 
| walk back to my apartment feeling empty. 


The remorse | feel for myself. The complete sorrow that lingers in my eyes is more readable as | try to hide 
it, and the one person that stays in my mind is Skarlett. 


| try everything | can, not to think about him. I've tried alcohol, anti-depressants and drugs, but none work. 
They all just feed my need for him. When | embrace him, | never want to let go. And when | let go, it's a time 
that | feel more alone than | ever have. 


"Roxii?” 


| jumped quickly. My head jolting from the corner of the room | was staring at, and looking into two shining 


brown eyes. 
My heart was beating in my chest- partly with shock and partly with excitement. 
Eric had his hand on my shoulder, hushing me as my breathing came down slowly. 


"Whoa, calm down Roxx," he smiled, sliding his arm further around me so that it was looped the whole way 


around my neck, and letting my head rest on his chest. 


| smiled inwardly to myself as | inhaled the smell of cigarettes and Jack Daniels from his pale-blue, partly 


buttoned shirt. 


"You seem jumpy today,” Eric muttered observantly, putting his finger under my chin and making me look at 


him. 


| wanted to kiss him, slowly. | wanted to do it so badly that | almost did do it. | tilted my head up slightly, 
pushing my hands down on the amplifier to give me a push-up onto his lips. But | quickly stopped myself, 
shaking my head as | took up my normal stance and looked back into his eyes, only to see him bubbling in 
confusion at what | had just done. 


'So..how's married life?" | sighed slightly. Cursing myself for asking it. 
Its good. Going well," he smiled. 


"Good," | nodded slightly, looking away from him so as he couldn't see my readable expression of deep 
disappointment. 


My main problem was always wearing my emotions on my face. That's what my mother used to say. 
Whenever | came home from school and cried into her shoulder because some guy stole my lunch money, she 
would tell me | was pathetic and that | wore my feelings like | would a luminous yellow coat in the dark- plain 
for all to see. 


But this was a totally different matter, and the person | was trying to hide my feelings from was not some 
petty thief. 


| turned to look back up at Eric, frowning as | lay back against the plaster walls and closed my eyes tightly. 
"Listen." 


His cool voice echoed around the empty room and pounded on my ears. It had a stern tone to it, which | 


couldn't ignore. 


My eyes reopened to see Eric standing mere inches away from me. Sunglasses had been placed on his eyes and 


a serious look sugarcoated his concern for me. 

"Yeah?" | asked, shifting slightly and clasping my hands on my lap. 

"What's wrong with you? | know there's something wrong, so don't try to act like the idiot!" he seemed on the 
verge of screaming with frustration, but instead he kept his calm, aloofness and merely stared at me through 


dark glasses. 


| looked intently at the ground, and for a second | thought about telling him everything, and then quickly kissing 


him before he had a chance to respond. That however, would be the most stupid idea I'd ever had. So instead, | 
gave him the classic sign that | was in love with him. 


| slowly raised my gaze up to his, swapped innocence for anger and snapped. 

" Nothing's wrong! l'm tired of people asking me that! Why can't you all just leave me the fuck alone! | make 
you money; | get you all gigs! What more do you wantl?" | screamed angrily, jumping quickly off the amplifier in 
humiliation and shoving past the bewildered blonde, who was trying to string together a sentence while-at the 


same time-trying to figure out what had just happened. 


| had just about made it to the door without bursting into hysterics, when a hand firmly caught hold of mine 


and twisted me back around. 


My eyes were venom and my teeth bore as | was flung back to look into two, burning hot, brown eyes that 


had been revealed from under sunglasses. 
| want to be your friend!" he whispered sharply, through clenched teeth. 
Jesus Christ. 


| thought | was going to breakdown right there in his arms. | wanted to breakdown into him. | wanted to cling 
against him and feel like he needed me. 


But before | could, | had already torn away from his grip and was running down the city streets. Pushing by all 
busybodies on their way to work 


You can never deny something you want so much. 


| stood outside Reggie's door, waiting for the fucker to answer and pacing up and down the corridor with a 


cigarette in my fingers. Puffing away like a chimney. 
"Reggie!" | finally yelled, pounding my fist on his door impatiently. 


| could hear a few bangs inside the room before the blood-red apartment door swung open to reveal Reggie's 


languid, skinny body leaning lankly against the doorframe 

"About time," | hissed, side-stepping past him and into the lemon coloured room. 

Reggie smirked as he turned and closed the door behind him, walking over beside me and watching as | tore off 
my coat and threw it over the pale green, cigarette-scorched sofa, which was placed strategically in the 


middle of the room. 


"Roxii..always a pleasure," he smiled sweetly, eyes flashing as he brought his not-so-innocent cigarette to his 


lips. 


| grinned and flopped down on his small, single-bed. Running my hands up and down the royal blue fabric and 
shaking my hair out of my eyes. 


Its times like this when | feel like such a chick! 


"You're a man that knows what he wants, you little slut" Reggie exclaimed, walking across the room and 


standing over me. 
| looked up at him. Feeling my hair fluttering halfway down my back as | folded his hands in mine. 
"Why did you come here?" Reggie asked, shrugging. 


| let go of his hands quickly and stood up, walking over to the other side of the room to his desk and trailing 


my fingers across the wood. 
"I just..didn't wanna be alone," | muttered innocently, brushing my hair back with a sweep of my hand. 


Even though | wasn't looking at Reggie, | could see him now. Sitting lazily back on the bed, smiling at me as his 
eyes trailed up and down my body. 


"Yeah..Skarlett told us what happened," he announced, while pushing himself off the bed and walking up behind 
me. Cupping his hands on my shoulders and pulling me back into his finely contoured chest, wrapping his arms 
around my weak, lank frame. 


"Oh," | whispered, digging my nails into his wrists. 


His breath was hot against the back of my neck, and | could feel the softness of his lips brushing down against 
my shoulder. 


My eyes closed slowly as | leant further back into him. Turning around in his arms and tracing a line of kisses 


from his collarbone up his neck. 


"Poor Roxii.." Reggie breathed into my ear, stroking hair back from my face as | pressed my lips slowly along 


his jaw line, "Ill always be here for you." 


He pulled me closer to him and | linked my arms around his neck tightly, letting him steer me over to the sofa. 


Letting him press me into the pillows and straddle my hips as his lips kissed my eyes, forehead and neck 


My heart constricted in my chest with an incredible need. The need that stretched throughout my body and 


into my veins... 

"Reggie," | sighed, pulling on his hair. 

"What?" he replied, looking up at me with sparkling, lust-filled eyes. 

"l." | gulped nervously, twiddling with his hair in my fingers, "l.l need it" 


Even though | gave no specifics to Reggie, he seemed to understand what | was talking about. And after a 


moment's silence, he pulled himself off me with a slow nod, and made his way into the bathroom. 
| sat up on the couch, before cautiously following him. 


The bathroom was pearly white all over, with blue tiles covering half the walls and silver-coloured, rusted taps 


on the sink 
Reggie opened the cabinet just below the sink, and pulled out a little bag of heroin Setting it on the floor. 
He reached in again, and this time he brought out two separate needles. 


| stared at him in wonder. Watching his strong, bruised arms reach in and out of the cupboard and bringing 


out this little bag of drugs that he had become a slave to. 


Reggie tantalised me. He was my drug, and Skarlett was my obsession. Together, they both made a dyer 


combination in my life and they were reducing me slowly to dust. 


When everything was set out neatly, | sat down opposite Reggie on the floor and stared at it all. 


This was all too much for me. | mean, | was dancing with fire, and | knew it. But all | could remember was that 


huge rush | got when | took this drug, all those weeks ago at Skarlett's wedding. 

Its impossible to deny something that you want so much. 

| thought about this for a while, and immediately thought of Eric. This idea had never occurred to me before, 
and right now it scared me more than anything. How long can | stop myself from touching him? How long will it 


be before | crack with need? 


Reggie's arms suddenly shot forward, and grabbed the little bag of heroin. Tearing it open and filling the needle 


slowly, his eyes sparkling with a certain amount of obsessed love. 
"Hold out your arm," he muttered, never taking his eyes from the needle in his hand. 
| looked at him for a few wondering seconds, before cautiously doing as he asked me. 


His eyes ever so slowly flicked from the object in his calloused fingers to me, and he set the little, deadly 
indicator down to the floor so carefully. As if it may break if mistreated. 


The redhead smiled wickedly, and crawled over to me on his hands and knees like a true feline. 


He kissed me fiercely, stroking the side of my face with one hand as his other hand worked it's way into my 


Jeans. 


| gasped, trying to look down at his hand that was undoing my belt, but his lips quickly caught mine again and 
stopped me from doing anything. 


Finally, he got the strap disengaged and as quick as lightning, pulled it from the loops in my jeans so that he 


was holding it up in one hand. 
| looked at it in confusion as my fingers trailed across my bruised, puckered lips. 
He laughed and put the belt on my arm, tightening it up. 


"| can do it myself," | assured him, watching as he grabbed the needle from the floor and held it on front of 


his eyes again 
He smiled at me, and leant in to give me another, more soft, affectionate kiss on the lips. 
"I know, baby," he grinned. 


| looked down at my arm, seeing the vein in my pale-white skin show itself more vividly. 


Reggie traced his finger along the vein, leaning down and kissing it, before he slowly brought the needle in his 
hand over and let it sink into me. 


My eyelids fluttered as a great rush of pleasure shot through my body. It felt like gold running into me, and it 


was such exquisite pain that | couldn't suppress a moan of pleasure. 

| felt Reggie's lips against mine, and his teeth nipping my bottom lip; bruising it red. 

He was doing this to me. He gave me this feeling, and part of me loved him for it. 

| pulled him closer, letting his tongue penetrate my mouth as | lay back against the bathroom tiles. 


Reggie's body leaned over me and pressed down on mine. The pressure of him against me only shot more 


ecstasy into my system, and | thrived underneath him like a wild animal. 


But he didn't do anything. He only kept his arms joint around my waist in a tight embrace as | huddled against 


his chest like a child, shivering with pleasure and gasping for release. 


~ Ke 


| didn't leave Reggie's apartment until the next evening. | decided to stay with him so we could discuss band 
practice arrangements. Not a particular subject | was interested in at the time, but he was adamant about the 


fact that it needed to be done and he shooed off any advances | made on him. 
Difficult bastard! 


When | finally got to my apartment and went through my usual ritual of scrounging the fridge for anything | 
could get my hands on, | figured it was time that | had a little self-time. After all, | have been running around 
the entire fucking city for the past few days. What with: going to band practice and sleeping over at Reggie's 
every night this week. And now, on a Friday afternoon- my day of rest - | am going to sleep..a lot! 


My little terrier sniffed at the ground, pawing at the black and yellowish-white floor tiles with his little claws 
and looking up at me with black beady eyes under a fringe of white fur. 


"Hello," | smiled, and reached down to stroke it. Though | found it difficult to free my hands since one was 
occupied with a cigarette and the other with alcohol. 


After a while of struggling to pet the godamn dog, | just decided to utter a few curse words before making 


my way into the living room and falling spinelessly on the sofa, while humming a pointless little tune under my 


Voice. 


But then, like every single bloody time | try to get some fuckin’ peace! There comes the little, unmistakable 
tune of my front doorbell. 


My fist tightened around my bottle and | was surprised the glass didn't shatter in my hands. Mr. Doritos- 
sensing my anger- went whimpering off into a little corner of the room as | stood up and stomped over to the 
front door, swinging it open while closing my pale-blue eyes to gather some patience. Then, through clenched 
teeth | hissed, 

"How can | fucking help whoever this is?" | whispered threateningly. 

"Roxii?" 

Oh Jesus, that voice! So familiar..so soft and enticing. 

| opened my eyes slowly, dreading what | would be faced with. 


And | was right. 


Eric stood at the door, dressed all in skinny white as he shook his mop hairdo out of his eyes and arched an 


eyebrow quizzically at me. 
Why is it that he always catches me at the worst possible time? 


"Eric..W-what are you, erm..doing here?" | asked, leaning against the door, my eagerness showing immensely 


and | was trying my best to keep from jumping on him. 

For the past day and a half | have been urging him to call me, and here he finally is! 

He looked to the ground, folding his arms across his chest, 

"Well..| just wanted to see if we could talk. | feel quite bad about yesterday. | didn't mean to upset you so 
much, it's just." He turned his face up to mine, looking at me with serious eyes and biting his bottom lip, "It's 
just that I..you're my friend!" He finally burst out loudly, causing me to jump back in surprise as he pounded 


into the room, arms flailing as he tried to get me to listen. 


‘| mean for God's sake Roxiil You're my best friend, and | love you Godammit! | love you like a brother, maybe 


even more! You are my family..of course, not in the same way as Kristen but | mean, that's different!" 


His words got jumbled in his mouth as he tried frantically to explain, but | could understand him perfectly. All | 


could do was nod away as he tried to calm himself down yet explain at the same time. 


"| guess..my point is..maybe we could try to sort this out. Let's take a walk or something," he sighed, putting 


one hand on my shoulder. 


| looked at the hand cupped gently on me and sighed pathetically. My eyebrows slackened as | looked back at 
him..defeated. 


"And..maybe we could take the mutt with us," he added, a small smile forming on his pale-pink, rosebud lips. 
| couldn't deny him. 
How can you deny something you want so much? 


| nodded slowly and went into the kitchen to grab my coat from the wooden chair | had flung it over when | 


entered the house. 


| turned around to face the dog, who had slowly come out of the corner as my mood lightened. In some way | 
think the dog knew Eric had some sort of an effect on me. Dogs know these things, ya know? And yet he 


might not know the effect Eric has on me is pure, goofy lovesick nausea..he knows something. 


| grabbed Mr. Doritos lead and clipped it onto the little rope | had noosed around his neck as replacement for a 
collar, and | lead him out to the front door where Skarlett was waiting, leaning against the white-washed, 


outside wall with a cigarette hanging from his lips and a smile on his face. 


| couldn't help but smile back as | looked at him. But Eric's grin soon faded to a frown when | took the lead 
from my hand and stuck it into his. 


"What the fuck?" he looked from the little strap in his hand to the dog attached to the end of it. 


‘lm only going if you take the dog," | said, looking down on him from the step | was standing on and smirking 


wickedly. He sighed in defeat, 

"Fine!" 

We ended up walking to the city park, because Eric was complaining the whole time that the dog was too lively 
and that a good kick up the ass would do him some good. 


"You know..for such a tough looking guy, you're a bit whiny," | said matter-of-factly, looking him up and down 


as he glared at me. 


"Shut it, Josh!" He hissed threateningly, just as we entered the huge double-gates that led straight into the 
flowering, grassy stretch of land that was the park. 


| smirked at him as he unhooked the lead from Mr. Doritos collar and watched as the little ball of fluff 


scampered not too far away to jump into a carefully laid-out patch of marigold flowers. 


"He's a feisty little bitch," Eric observed with a smirk, before taking his attention from the dog and turning to 


me. 


| smiled helplessly, tucking a few strands of chestnut out of my eyes before walking gently past him and over 
to sit on a little stone water feature. 


Eric followed me, shoes crunching on the stones before abruptly stopping as we made our way onto the soft, 


lusciously green grass. 


It was about eight o'clock at night and the moon was shining on the water in the fountains, giving a mysterious 


glow to the whole place, like it was some secret, mythological garden. 
| sat down on the stone edge of the fountain well, and pulled one of my legs up so that | could lean on it. 


Eric sat down opposite me, taking the liberty to flick some of the water that was running in the fountain onto 


my bared arms. 


| gasped, rubbing the moisture into my skin before returning the favour. The water was so cold! And this coat 
| was wearing (if it could be called a coat) was hardly enough to keep out that cold. 


"You're such a bastard!" | muttered, laughing to myself and looking off into the sky wonderingly. 


Just at that moment, there was a loud bark that emanated from Mr. Doritos. | looked over at the little white 
puff, and saw that he was digging a massive big hole in the flowerbeds. 


| laughed, and to my surprise, so did Eric. 
| stared at him, loving the way his eyes widened when he finally noticed me looking at him intently. 
"What?" He asked, leaning back a little. 


| looked over to the dog again, paying no attention to the fact that Eric had said anything and called the little 


terrier over. He ignored me though, and continued digging merrily away. 
Eric smiled, "It's cute the way you love that dog so much.” 


| think | might have gasped if | didn't stop myself. | looked at him, not even trying to hide the fact | was 
blushing, “It is?" 


He nodded slowly, "Is it weird that | think it's cute?" he asked. 


"Nol" | assured him quickly, putting my hand on his. He looked at it, and | quickly peeled it off and cleared my 


throat nervously. 

"Really?" he prodded, looking at me with wide, calm, burning brown eyes. 

| backed up my first answer with a firm nod of my head, causing my hair to fling around my shoulders. 
He nodded and looked off into the distance before adding dreamily, 

"| think it is." 


| looked at him, frowning slightly, "You can't help how you feel?" | pulled my legs closer to me, hugging them 
into my little chest and sighing. 


Eric twisted himself around to face me and squinted, "What's that supposed to mean?" he asked, not with any 


amount of scorn more than just a wondering question 

| brought my gaze slowly up to his and frowned deeply. Eric was waiting for an answer, and yet | couldn't give 
him one. All | could do was show him what | meant. Show him how l'm burning inside just for him..tell him how 
it can only be hm. 


How can you deny something you want so much? 


The answer is..you can't. Not for very long anyway. There's always a type of expiration date on being able to 
hide such deep feelings. 


As Eric looked at me, | felt my hands reach out for him. And, at any other time | might have stopped myself, 
but this time | couldn't. This was my expiration date. 


| leaned forward so that | was leaning on my knees and brought my arms around the blonde's skinny frame, 


hugging him close. 
In his eyes | seen a state of bewilderment, but | ignored it. 


| pressed my lips against his cheek, and then trailed them onto his jaw line before finally pushing them onto his 


own. 


It was such bliss. Like a total weight had been cleaved off my shoulders and it had been there for such a long 


time. 


| could relish in the feel of his peroxide hair dragging along my fingers. | could show him how much | loved him, 


and thats what | was doing. | wanted to be his; | wanted to belong to him completely because after all. 


already did. 

| moaned under my breath, wondering what on earth Eric could be thinking at this moment. Was he thinking | 
was insane? Was he thinking of what he should do? | didn't know and | didn't really care. All | needed was a 
response... that | didn't get. 


The blonde just sat rigidly still, not moving his hands, not even twitching or cringing. Just sitting perfectly stil. 


| pulled back, and just as | was about to lean forward again, he grabbed his wits and pushed me away so hard 


that | fell off the fountain and onto the ground, 
"Dude, what the fuck are you doing!" He screamed, standing up and looking down on me, fists clenched. 
| couldn't say anything. | could hardly deny it! 


"Eric, no you don't understand-;" | started, and began to pick myself off of the ground but he shoved me back 


down fiercely. 

"Josh, don't ever do that again! Do you think we're going to get signed if they think you tried to stick your 
tongue down my throat!?" his voice was going up about ten decibels in pitch, and | just looked up at him in 
horror. 

"Please Eric, just forget it happened, can't we just forget-;" 

"Listen Josh, just don't..don't say anything. In fact, don't speak to me for a while. | think we should. just stay 
away from each other.." he sighed, rubbing his forehead. 

"I just think you've got some..some stuff to come to terms with, ya know? And | don't think | should be around 
you for a while." 


"Jesus Eric, no please!" | tried to persuade him not to, | did everything | could short of writing it in the sky. 


I've totally screwed this up. I've jeopardised the band, I've jeopardised our friendship. I've ruined my life and his 


life all at once. 
Eric turned away from me, hanging his head and stuffing his hand in the pockets of his tight leather trousers. 
Everything in me wanted to run after him, but | couldn't. | couldn't humiliate myself even more. 


My mother always told me, if you do something once and humiliate yourself, don't do it again Leave the 


situation with a bit of dignity. 


Bitch always did talk the biggest pile of shit! 


| put my head in my hands and moaned, tears stinging my eyes as | quickly stood up from the ground that 
Eric had sent me too. 


Mr. Doritos bounced over to me, and | picked him gently up in my arms. | wiped whatever little specks of tears 


that might've escaped from my eyes onto his clean, white coat and made my way out of the park 

~ ew 

| was walking up the black and white, square tile steps inside the little hotel and the tears were carefully 
streaming down my face, though | made no sound whatsoever. 


No pathetic sobs, no moans of depression, just raw, painful emotion. 


| walked down the corridor, brushing the white strands of fur off my coat that my dog had left. | couldn't 


bring him on this little trip of mine; | had to leave him home because no dogs are allowed in this hotel. 


| ran my fingers along the little scars in the wallpaper that stretched down the corridor, before resting my 
fingers on the familiar red door. | sighed, and clenched my hand into a fist, knocking on the door. 


Unlike last time, Reggie opened the door immediately. His calm, concerned face turning into a frown as | burst 


into tears and ran into his outstretched arms. 


R'n'R please! 


Breakdown=Breakup 


"What's the matter Roxii?" Reggie asked from across the room, lying sprawled out on the couch. 
| didn't look at him; just shook my head quietly and kept my eyes attached to the boiling kettle on front of me. 


"| know something's wrong," he insisted, twiddling with his fingers and letting his small smile fall, to be replaced 


with a serious frown, "Something's been wrong for a long time." 


Again, | said nothing. Just stared nonchalantly at the stainless steel kettle, and tried to stop prickling tears 


from sliding down my face. 


Something has been wrong for a long time-A few months at the least and it lead back to that one, 
unforgettable night that was supposed to be a dream but turned out to be a nightmare. A nightmare that has 


lead to me not conversing with my lead guitarist for eight weeks and five days. 


I've wanted on so many occasions to apologise, but I'm not able to face him. Every time our eyes lock | feel 
ashamed. | feel like the lowest life form on the earth, even if-the odd time- Eric would sneak me a little smile. 
Yes, he would smile but he'd never talk. Not even if him and me were the only one's left in the building after 
band rehearsals, he would just hum and pack his guitar stuff up, while | would watch him quietly from the 
other side of the room. 


| wish you'd talk to me about it," Reggie exclaimed, sighing as he propped himself up on his elbow and drew 


small circles on his stomach. 
| turned my neck around, watching the redhead with wide eyes and a tight frown, 
"About what?" | asked, knowing exactly what he was talking about but choosing to ignore it. 


The small terrier jumped up on Reggie's lap, sniffing along his stomach before waddling along the drummer's 


chest and licking his porcelain-white, almost sinfully angelic face. 


But even this couldn't bring a smile to my face. | haven't smiled in weeks and | know that my behaviour 
towards life in general has changed so much. | also know that Reggie worries about me. Sometimes | fear that 
the redhead will grow so unbearably tired of me and that he will eventually leave. Leave me to wallow in the 
disdainful existence I've made for myself and he'll never come back And other times | feel like | want to let 


him go. 
Reggie pushed the dog off his lap gently and | watched as he slowly stood up and walked over to me. 


He wrapped his long, slender arms around me and kissed up my neck slowly. | raised my neck, urging him to go 


on as | grabbed onto the hands that he had placed on my hips. 


| dug my nails into his palms, and again | tried to stop the tears from prickling my eyes. The urge to 
breakdown was so tempting, but | couldn't. | couldn't depend on Reggie to be there every time | feel helpless, 


because I've never depended on anyone. l'm stubborn 


"Tell me what's wrong," Reggie muttered, still kissing at my neck and sliding his long, skeletal fingers through 


my hair. 
| closed my eyes, "l.l can't" 


His hand fisted around my hair and pulled. It hurt so much, but | didn't scream. | couldn't find a voice in myself 
to see the point in screaming. It hurt, but it didn't hurt that much. 


"Tell me," he hissed, biting gently into my neck 


| shrugged him off, turning around quickly and swiping his hands off me. His touch felt so cold and unforgiving. 
He wanted to help, but he couldn't. Even if | did tell him why I'm so upset, he couldn't do anything. 


Reggie knew that | had kissed Eric, but | never talked about how it had affected me. | never told him how 


deeply it cut when Eric said that we shouldn't talk and | would never dream of telling Reggie that I'm still upset 
about that night. 


"| can't..nothing's wrong with me, Reg," | insisted, putting my hand to my head and leaning on the creamy white, 
countertop, "Nothing at all." 


He sighed, eyebrows tightening and his arms flopping languidly to his sides. 


| wish you'd tell me. | want you to.." he paused, waving his hand as he thought of something to say, "To talk 


to me." 


| put the heels of my hands over my eyes and groaned, leaning my elbows on the table and tapping my foot 
lightly against the ground. | wish he'd leave me be. 


"Please Reggie, | don't want to talk about it," | said firmly, my eyebrows lowering. 


He walked closer to me but still kept at a reasonable distance this time. He didn't try to wrap his arms around 


me or even be remotely intimate, and the look on his face reminded me of a strict school professor. 


"You've been so miserable for weeks now, and | know it's because of Eric. You love him, I'm not stupid! You love 


him so much.." he grabbed my hand in his quickly, squeezing it tightly, "But | wish | didn't have to see you so.. 
empty." 


| shook my hand from his, anger bubbling through me as | clenched my eyes together. 


"You think I'm empty?" | hissed, pointing to my chest. 

"No, | didn't mean that," he insisted, putting his hands up, "I just..l love you, Roxii. | love you and | can't stand 
seeing you so unhappy. | guess | just wish..| wish that | could make you as happy as you make me," he 
shrugged, stepping backwards and almost walking into Mr. Doritos who was pawing at the refrigerator and 


whimpering. 


| blinked wildly, sliding down against the table before my ass finally hit the stone cold tiles that covered the 
kitchen floor. | breathed deeply in and out, trying to catch a grip of myself. 


"You don't love me, Reggie," | said quietly, my arms encircling my legs and bringing them into my chest. 


He slammed his hand down on the counter, his eyes glowing with anger as he clenched his fists, "You little 


fuck! | love you! Don't dare tell me | don't!" 
| lowered my eyes, looking at the intricate patterns on the floor tiles as | tapped my fingers on my knees. 


| heard the low, exasperated sigh emanate from Reggie as he walked over to the living room and grabbed his 


coat. 


"You know what, Roxx? | can't deal with this. We've been ‘together’ for five months Roxii, and | think..| think it's 
about time..we should take a break," he chose his words carefully, slowly walking over to me and standing over 


my hunched body. 

| looked up at him with wide, black eyes and frowned. 

| couldn't think of anything to say. How was | to react to that? It seemed so sudden but | had been expecting 
it, somehow. Inside me | just knew it was going to end between Reggie and me as soon as my lips touched 
Eric's. 


He leaned down and looked deeply into my eyes. 


"I still love you Roxx..| just hope that somewhere, deep inside that cocoon you've got around your heart, that 


you don't hate me for this." 


He leaned in and kissed me lightly on the lips, before standing up again and walking swiftly out of the kitchen, 
out the front door and out of my life. 


| leaned my forehead on my knees and sobbed lightly. Letting only a few tears stray from my eyes and slide 
down my cheek onto the floor tiles. 


~ Ke 


Jesse 


| looked across the room, eyes glued to the red-haired woman in the sparkling emerald dress, who was sipping 


elegantly on a martini with an air of sophistication. 


| lay back on the wooden chair | was seated in, eyes lowering as | peered at the woman in all her heavenly 
glory; the way her dress slid over her hour-glass figure and the way her lips were curled back in a sneer as 


she bit into the rim of her glass gently. She seemed to be waiting for someone. 


| haven't ever seen her at any of the other business parties before, so l'm assuming she's new. Or else she's 
some chick that stumbled in without an invitation Not that | care or anything, In fact, | don't think | could give 
any less of a shit who was here or who wasn't. A boring business party is a boring business party, no matter 
who's invited. This chick, however, was hot! So | was quite happy to let her wander around, even if she didn't 
happen to be allowed to. 


My whiskey was clasped in my hands and resting on my lap as | swirled it around in the bottle. | took a final 
puff off my cigarette before picking myself off my seat and heading over to the woman at the bar. I've been 
watching her for the past three hours..it's time to make my move. 

| passed by all the waltzing couples, dressed in their Sunday best with corsages and rubies draped over them. 
This place is not my style at all 

But alas, I've been dragged here for the past three years, ever since Eric got together with Kristen. That 
woman and her dumbass family have made our lives living hell from day one! Even Eric-dearest let it slip one 
drunken night that he hated these parties with a passion that could ‘turn a preacher against the bible, as he 


said in his own words. But still, he puts on a happy face, acts like this party is the best party ever..and he 
does it all for Kristen. 


Bitch! 
| took another gulp of my whiskey and hid it back under my jacket when | was done. Bottled alcohol was not 
allowed in these types of venues, and if | were seen with a bottle of Jack Daniel's, they'd kick me out. And | 


couldn't get kicked out. Not now, anyways! | have a chick to nail 


"Hey," | smiled, brushing back my chestnut hair with a swipe of my hand while staring at the bewildered 
redhead. 


She grinned when she finally came to grasp of the fact that | was talking to her. 


"Oh, hello," her hair swung back as she shook her head, letting vivid red curls flow down her back. 


| put my hand on my hip, leaning closer to the attractive woman, 


"So, what's your name, baby?" | winked, taking my seat and offering for her to sit as well. 


She had been standing for the entire three hours | was watching her and it made me feel tired just witnessing 
it. | hate standing for too long and | found it impossible to know how anyone could, 


She smiled thoughtfully, her nose scrunching up as she agreed and warily sat down opposite me. 

Her pale skin appeared marble-like in the luminescent glow of the chandeliers that covered the ceiling. 

She tapped her long, crimson nails on the table in what appeared to be boredom and eyed me up and down. 
More or less, she looked impressed. And why shouldn't she be? | have experience? I'm not the worst looking 
guy in the world, which is always a plus. 

| rested my elbow on the table, leaning my chin on my fist wearily while | bit at my nails. 

I'm bored with this girl already. It just goes to show that it is ultimately better to admire from a far. 


"So, what's your name, Honey?" | asked, my eyes wandering from this girl over to the other side of the room. 


| saw Eric standing with Kristen; his hair brushed neatly back and had been recently layered for the event. 


Probably Kristen's idea because Eric never got his hair done of his own free will. 
| sneered slightly before turning attentively back to the girl | was currently trying to woo, so to speak. 


She seemed to be going on about her family history, or something. Poor dear doesn't have a clue that | don't 


know what the hell she's talking about. 


| nodded along with the girl, and when she came to the end of her sentence, | placed my hand delicately on 


hers and smiled. 


"You know, that is fascinating What'd you say you're name was again?" | charmed her, annoyed that a flop of 


chestnut had obscured the vision of my left eye. 
She blushed, smiling sweetly. 
"Jesse Briggs," she repeated, crossing one bared leg over the other. 


| smirked, taking a bottle of Jack out of my coat again and privately swigging it on front of her. Jesse's eyes 


lit up in fascination. 


‘Oh, so you're a bad boy?" She nodded, pursing her lips before grinning. Her white, sparkling teeth showing from 
under full, pink lips. 


Maybe this chick wasn't so clueless after all? 

"I just love my drink, that's all," | said, gesturing the bottle towards her to see if she wanted a sip. 

She grabbed the bottle from me enthusiastically, brining it to her mouth and guzzling like a truck-driver. 
My mouth dropped open, watching as she downed the last of the bottle in a few quick swigs. 


When the bottle was finished she nervously handed it back to me, smiling shyly as she covered one delicate 


hand over her mouth. Her eyebrow's slackened apologetically, 


"I'm sorry! | have no self-control," she confessed, tossing her head to the side and looking to see if anybody 
else saw her unladylike behaviour, apart from me. 


| shook my head, looking from the empty bottle to Jesse as my mouth still gaped open in amazement. I'd never 


witnessed a woman down so much liquor so fast! IT was such a turn-on. 
‘lm sorry, | think | just fell in love with you," | smiled playfully, watching as she chuckled and slapped my leg. 


"Don't be so silly," her voice went up a pitch, her brown eyes scanning over me as she eventually stopped 


laughing and her face took on a serious expression. 


The red fingernails grazed her bottom lip, her eyes sucking all the energy out of me as she stared fixedly at 


my face. 


"So, what's your name stranger?" She joked, turning around on the stool so that she was facing into the bar 


and leaning her slender arms on the countertop. 

| watched her tentatively, smiling as she bit her bottom lip. 

| could practically see her trying to keep down her little girlish squeak. 

How adorable. 

"Josh Roxx... just call me Roxii," | reassured her, waving my hand in the air before setting it down on the white 
counter beside Jesse's. She looked at me, and then to my hand that was ever so close to hers, before 


nervously shuffling her seat closer to mine. 


"Roxii? Sounds like a stage name? In fact, it sounds familiar," she mused, frowning thoughtfully as she tried to 


remember where she could remember me. 
| shook my head in annoyance, grabbing her arm gently and trying to be playful. 
"It isn't a stage name," | corrected her, smiling. 


She looked at me, eyes lowering critically. After about ten seconds of non-stop staring, she grinned and clicked 
her fingers in realisation, pointing to me. | jumped back slightly, letting out a flustered chuckle as she said, 


"Roxiil You're Skarlett's friend? Aren't you? You arel I'm Kristen's friend,” she said, grabbing tightly onto my 


shoulder. 
"You are?" | asked, not generally interested, "How do you know about me?" | asked. 
She shook her head nonchalantly, reaching for her drink while casually explaining, 


"Well, Kristen sometimes says stuff about you, but | generally hear your name mentioned when I'm with 


Skarlett," she explained, "He speaks very fondly of you, says you're quite the lady's man" 
| nodded, looking quickly over to Eric. 


He was over at the hors d'oeuvres table, sneakily grabbing a handful of finger sandwiches when no one was 


looking. Suddenly, the blonde turned swiftly on his heel and looked straight at me. 


| shook my head, turning my attention back to Jesse, heart beating like a drum in my chest and hoping to God 
that Eric didn't realise | was looking at him. 


Who am | kidding? Of course he knew. 


| rolled my eyes, smiling and ordering a sherry from the barman, who had been cleaning the table for the past 


Twenty minute's. 


"| guess you haven't been talking to Eric lately," | assumed, thinking about how he hasn't been talking to me 
lately. Well, he hasn't been talking to me at all in-fuckin'-fact! 


She trailed her fingers through her long, wavy tresses, letting them spill down her shoulders to her waist. She 
cocked her head questioningly, watching me gulp at the sherry and licking her lips in lust. 


God, this woman has a problem. 
"What makes you say that?" she asked, eyebrows tightening and small creases showing on her forehead. 


My eyes widened as | took in her expression. 


What? It's not like he's been talking ‘fondly of me' ever since | tried to get it on with him. | mean, it was over 
three months ago and he's still not talking to me about that little incident. 


"Well..has he been talking about me recently?" | asked, turning to her in visible enthusiasm and resting my 


elbows on my knees. 


She bit her lip sheepishly, "Well..yeah. | mean, you two are in the same band..aren't you?" She asked, raising her 
finger slightly, curling it around her chin in childish wonder. 


"Yes..| suppose we are," | answered, nodding to myself. 
So he was talking about me, eh? 


That's fucking retarded! He talks to other people about me but not fo me. What a bastard! I've been beating 


myself up over and over again over screwing up our friendship, and he's not even mad? 

What am | saying? I'm glad he's not angry. But in a way, it makes me hate him so much. 

| really just want to go over to Eric and teach him a fucking lesson! A lesson he'll never, ever forget. 

| licked my lips unconsciously, staring at Jesse. She laughed, pointing at me and placing her hands on her lap. 
She grinned, smiling widely and lowering her eyes. 

"Why don't we get out of here?" she suggested, eyes sparkling devilishly. 

My eyes widened as | fanned my fingers over my cheek and leaned my elbow on the table. 

"Go where?" | asked mindlessly. 

Her hand travelled up my thigh and she grasped the bulge in my jeans. | gasped quietly, 
"Jesus-fuckin'-Christ!" 


"Guess," she smiled menacingly, taking her hand away from the swell in my jeans and stepping of her stool, 


making her way towards the exit. 
| followed her eagerly, tripping out the exit at her heel. 
When the door snapped shut behind me, | cringed in annoyance. 


"Wait," | beckoned Jesse back to me, grabbing her wrist: 


"What?" She asked, grazing her long fingers across my face. 
| winced. 


"I forgot my coat, l'll be right back!" | emphasised the words, making clear to her that she wouldn't be waiting 


for too long. 


She sighed and sat down on the little ledge on the windowsill, the night air blowing through her red hair and 


making it claw over her face like little threads. 


‘I'm a patient girl, Roxii. I'll wait," she smiled sweetly, and | nodded before running quickly back into the business 


party. 


God, | never thought that I'd go back into a business party once I'd finally got out, but | guess nothing is 


impossible. 


| walked over to the little wooden chair that | had occupied for most of this boring event, picking up my 
leather jacket and folding it over my arm. 


| quickly turned around, looking to the floor as | rushed as fast as | could to the exit. 


But in all my speed | accidentally hurried straight into a wandering person 

| scowled, looking up sharply and ready to tear the head off of whoever had the misfortune of walking into me. 
"Hey, watch it purk-;" | started, but as | looked up | was staring back at the blank, lifeless face of Eric. 

This party was draining the life out of him obviously. 

He sighed, lazily waving his hand at me as he sipped at the whiskey in his hand. 

"Uh..Eric," | stuttered, "Hey." 

He shuffled nervously, kicking at the ground as his eyes scampered about the room edgily. 

"Hi, Roxx," he finally muttered, eyes locking to mine as he smiled faintly. 

| could only look at him for a matter of seconds before my gaze faltered towards the floor. 

How is it that he makes me feel so guilty? How is it he makes me feel so wrong? 


"So..what've you been doing all night?" | asked, still looking towards the light, Oakwood floor. 


| heard a small laugh being pushed from him, "Nothing, really," he said, "How about you?" 


| smiled to myself, and gathered up the stamina in me to look the blonde in the eyes. | raised my head slowly, 
finally bringing our gaze together and said smugly, 


"Nothing much. Just got a really hot girl waiting outside, so if you don't mind," | bowed my head to him and 


hurried out towards the exit. 
HAHAHA! Revenge is so sweet! 


| finally felt all the life that he had sucked out of me come back with that one, little comment. | felt so 
undeniably proud of myself that | could've thrown up. 


But then again, as soon as the cold words fell from my mouth | immediately cursed them. He probably resents 


me ten times over now! 
| waltzed out the exit doors and held my hand out for Jesse, who had waited patiently like she said she would. 


"To your place?" She asked as she set herself into the passenger's side of my black Cadillac and flipped down 
the little mirror to redo her cherry red lipstick. 


"Whatever?" | chimed happily; reversing out of the parking space | was in and made my way up the long lane 
and out of the horrible, boring business party. | wouldn't have to come back here for another year! Thank the 
Lord! 


"So, was that your first year at that business ‘bash'?" She asked me, lips forming around a cigarette that she 
had pulled out of her purse. 


| laughed, shaking my head and clucking my tongue, "I wish." 
Her laughter rang in the air as she flung her head back, "I'll take that as a ‘no, then," she assumed. 
| nodded, "What about you? | haven't seen you there before." 


"Well, Kristen only brought me tonight because her father had the flu and couldn't go..so alas, | was called 


upon." 


"So how come we haven't met before..if you're such good friends with Kristen and Skarlett?" | asked, taking the 
little white cigarette from her fingers and taking a long, overindulgent puff before handing it back to her. 


She shook her head, smiling apathetically, "I don't know." 


~ Ke 


The night of sex and passion was over before it started it seemed. The morning came too quickly, and before | 
knew it | was waking up beside Jesse with my hand weaving through her long red hair. 


| moaned, annoyed with the morning sun as it glared at me through the curtains. 


My. Doritos was in the corner; sniffing at his plastic bone before losing interest in it and turning to rip away 
at a pillow on the sofa 


"Little bastard," | muttered, watching as the dog tore the stuffing out of the royal blue cushion, "Poor pillow 


never saw it coming." 

"What are you talking about?" Jesse's morning voice broke the eeriness of me talking to myself. 
"Um..nothing," | smiled reassuringly, patting her shoulder with my hand. 

"Okay," she purred, nuzzling into my chest. 

| looked down at the red strands of hair on my chest and my stomach gave a sudden twist. 


Maybe if | just imagined the red hair to be blonde..maybe then | might feel better. Perhaps if the hair was 
more layered and fringed than straight and plain. 


| closed my eyes tightly, trying to stop thinking all these things. Trying to forget about him! He can't possibly 


mean this much to me, he can't! It's impossible! 

There was a small knock at the door. 

Jesse stirred and looked up at the front entrance, then at me, 
"You gonna get that?" She asked cheekily. 


| put my hand over her face and she laughed, shoving her head into the pillows as | got out of bed, pulled on a 


pair of jeans and walked over to answer the insistent knocking. 
| twisted the handle, slowly dragging the door open and was faced by large, innocent eyes. 
Shit! 


"Oh my God, Eric! What..what are you..um..doing here?" | asked, clearing my throat at random intervals while 


looking in to Jesse, making sure she couldn't be seen from the front door. 


He put his hands on his hips, staring at me with hard, cold eyes, 
"Did you fuck Jesse?" He asked bluntly, leaning forward and searching my eyes with his own. 
| stepped back slightly, amazed by the straightforwardness, 


First of all, since when was it any of your business who | sleep with?" | asked, shrugging my shoulders 
nonchalantly, edging my voice with a hint of agitation 


"Since you stuck you tongue down my throat, Roxii, now did you sleep with her?" He hissed in a sharp whisper. 
God, he's like a snake. 

| raised my eyebrow and leaned back against the creamy white wall. 

"Well..since your so interested..| did, yes." 

His eyes glowed with anger as his teeth gritted angrily together. 


"Roxii, you can't do that! You're leading her on. You know that you can't love her," Eric explained, putting his 


hand calmly on my shoulder. 
"Why?" | shrugged stubbornly. 
He moaned, "Because Roxii, you're..ya know?" 


| shook my head, "No, | don't..please, do tell me what ‘| am," | sneered at him, turning around as two arms 


encircled my waist and Jesse's face peered out the door, 


"Helloooo Skarlett," she greeted the guitarist in a song-song voice, kissing up my neck after he had replied to 


her. 
He seemed disgusted with the whole act, and had to look at the ground. 


"So Skarlett, what're you doing here at this time?" Asked Jesse, hopping out of the front door and folding her 


arms as she peered up at the taller man. 
Skarlett looked from her to me and frowned, 


"Well..| just came to get Roxii. Band practice an' all, but | thought he'd be alone. | kinda needed to talk to him," 
Eric said threateningly, looking towards me with a fiery glint in his eyes. 


"Oh," Jesse said, "lm sorry. Maybe you guys can talk some other time. It's just, | wanna go with to band 


practice. | really want to see Roxii sing," she smiled. 

| might've blushed if | hadn't been too busy trying to glare Eric down 
How could | be so mad at him and still want him so much! 

Oh God I'd just love to grab his hair, wrestle him to the ground and-; 
"Is he any good?" Jesse asked, smiling broadly at the guitarist. 

"Any good at what?" Eric asked stupidly. 

"Singing, you dumbass," she sniggered, gesturing towards me. 


He smiled, "That's for you to judge for yourself. But you better get ready now cause practice starts in, like, a 
half hour." 


Jesse smiled, "I'll take five minutes to get changed, | promise!" She muttered before running back into my 


apartment and closing the door. Leaving Eric and me totally alone. 


Here we go again. 
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"Sweetheart, just calm the fuck down, okay! Just shut up!" 


She's whining. It's all | can hear. Her voice echoes off the walls like a thousand shouting, angry banshees, and 


she's throwing anything she can get her hands on. Silly mementos of a past that never should've been. 
Her fists are clenched; she's foaming at the mouth. 

Kristen's not a wife, she's a ravenous wolf that wants to tear me limb from limb. 

"Don't you tell me to shut up, fucker? You fucker! Don't you dare tell me to shut up!" 


Her mouth twists around every word she utters from iced-pink lips. Her blonde hair swings around sloped 
shoulders; her slinky dress needs to be pulled up in frustration as she pokes her sharp, manicured nail into my 
chest. It hurts, but not enough to make me stop her. Because if pain is what it takes to get her to calm down, 
then l'm willing to stick it out. 


Her small, impregnated belly only slightly shows under her dress. She is barely a month pregnant, but she acts 
like she's at the point of popping at any minute. She tells me that she can't drive because the baby will get 
hurt. She moans that | never spend any time at home and that | should be taking care of her. And who knows, 
maybe | should be. But | can only stand so much of her. 


This is one of our many fights. It's gone on for about twenty minutes now, and still her shrieks manage to 
numb my ears. It's amazing the way she can scream for so long and think nothing of it, and I'll always do my 
best to calm her down. But it never works; it just enrages her further until I'm verging on hitting her upside 


her perfectly aligned, five million dollar jaw. 


Three years of marriage, none of those years are happy ones. Every show that she's ever been to of mine, 
she has criticised and nitpicked. She insists that Roxii is not good enough, and that's the only time | fight back. 
Because | have to defend my friend, my singer, my ticket to the top-| have to defend him! 


Most of our fights are about the band, or else family business. Her family business. Kristen always asks me to 
join her father's oil company, and when | decline, she stomps her foot, grits her teeth and scolds me like a 
child. It's like I'm not a man anymore. l'm totally broken, and nobody can fix me. 


Life has no meaning anymore. She's made me dead inside. 


| sit down on my reclining chair, and watch as she paces the ground, her heels clicking on the redwood 


floorboards. 


| close my eyes slowly, shaking my head from side to side and wishing for one second's peace. But she'll never 


give me peace. 


"You've got to be more concise in what you want, Eric. You must take over this band, and | can help you do 
that! Don't you see that Roxii is only holding you back? How can you not see that they're all plotting against 
you? Show your so-called ‘friends,’ that you can't be pushed around," she insisted, getting down on her knees 
on front of me. 


She peers with deep, consuming eyes and I'm stuck. | love her so much, and yet | know she doesn't love me. All 
she wants is an heir to her daddy's company. That's all she's ever wanted from me because the only way 
she'll get money from her father when he dies, is if he passes on his company to me. And I'm not prepared to 
sink that low, even for my own wife. 


Kristen, we've been fighting for a long time now. Can we please call it a night?" | asked wearily, fluttering my 


eyelashes as a mop of peroxide blonde feel on front of my eye. 

She scowled deeply, gritting her teeth and pouting like a fish with collagen injections. 

She's so empty | could cry. When we got married | didn't know I'd be making such a horrible mistake. 

"Eric, you're so fucking impossible! So impossible!" She hissed menacingly, her shoulders hunching as she lifted 
herself from the seated position on front of me and stomped off into the bedroom. Slamming the door behind 
her. 


"Bitch," | whispered through tight lips, forehead creasing in frustration as | tapped my foot on the ground. 


Please Jesus, what did | do to deserve this? What the fuck did | do? All | wanted was to be in a band, get 
married, have a fucking normal life like everybody wants. And what have | got instead? A wife that hates me 


more than she loves me, a band that hasn't gotten anywhere, and.. 
A singer who thinks he's in love with me. 


"Fuck," | shivered, memories of over a year passed flooding back more vividly than the night it had actually 
happened. 


| could remember everything so clearly, and yet it all seemed like a dream. His lips, his hands- his face every 
time | see him just feels like an illusion of a mad man's imagination. And oh, aren't the colours always beautiful 


in something that could never be real? 


A knock on the door brought me back from my memories, and reluctantly | hauled my body off the chair. 
Maybe itd be Reggie or Roger, come to take me to a bar or something. | hope so. | damn hope so! God knows | 
won't be going into that bedroom tonight, lest | want my head chewed viciously off. 


| made my way along the grand hallway, surrounded with pictures by artists that | had never heard of. 
Obscure black and white sculptures were scattered all around, none of them bought by me. To be honest, | 


didn't even like them very much. 


My hand found the pure gold doorknob and | pulled the front door open lazily, thankful to whoever was going to 
take me out of this house in hell. 


But as soon as | seen who it was- standing like a silhouette against the glow of the moon that shone down 
against his back, making his hair shine in several different shades of brown, hazel and red- | wanted to 
disappear. 

"Hey," he sighed, shoving his hands in his jeans pockets and letting his body slouch slightly. 

| folded my arms, raising my eyebrows and trying to act casually. But it was hard for me to act casually, 
because whenever | thought of him all | could see was us both kissing that night in the park. It was a foul 
memory, which | would give anything to forget. But still, | couldn't overlook it. It was the only time | ever really 
felt-despite any technicalities-loved. Loved by my best friend, of all fucking people. 

But what he did was..fucked up. 

"Hey, Roxx," | sighed, straining to keep a smile on my face but finding it increasingly difficult. 

He looked to the ground shyly, kicking his foot on the gravel and smirking, "Listen, | know we haven't been 
talking ever since..well, yeah anyway..| was thinking, l've..l've moved on, ya know? I've got Jesse now. | just want 


you to know, that | really, really want us to..maybe..be friends," he shrugged. 


So innocent. Look at his face, constricting with emotion and wanting me, more than anything, to say some 


comforting words to him. 


| find myself relenting to his begging eyes. Because tonight, | need anyone | can get..even him. After all, he's my 
best friend, is he not? 


| nod, and | feel quiet happiness in the fact that he's smiling so broadly now. Even though Kristen's anger only 


increases e minute, | don'T seem To care anymore. 
by the minute, | don't seem t y 


'So..you want to go get a drink or something?" He asked, gesturing towards the driveway to the Cadillac parked 
behind him. 


| twisted my face, sceptical at first. 


Roxii sensed my hesitation and added quickly, 


"Just one drink, | swear to God!" 


| smiled. Why not? | wanted Reggie or Roger to take me away..Why not Roxii instead? 

"Okay," | nod slowly, taking one cautious footstep out before picking up speed and walking towards the car 
beside the singer, who was shuffling nervously in his pockets for his keys. 

We eventually ended up drinking in a little bar n the city- Full of drunken men complaining about their wives, 
while downing shots of tequila 

An eighteen-year-old bargirl was giving some random guy a blowjob in the corner, whilst other unruly 
activities were being carried out in other secluded areas of the room. | looked to Roxii, who had noticed these 
people also and was blushing a ferocious shade of red. 

| laughed, tucking my hair behind my ear and trying to remember how Roxii and me used to behave around 
each other. Everything was so natural and calm, yet now it's all forced. Nothing's the same..but its nice to be 
with him, nonetheless. And it made me wonder, if that year we spent with hardly any interaction between one 


another was really worth it? 


We pulled up two seats at the bar, our elbows not being able to help but dip into damp beer that splattered 
the countertop. Roxii stuck out his tongue in disgust. 


| could still feel that tongue. Probing my mouth tenderly like satin. I've thought about that tongue and that 
mouth every night for the past year- It has haunted my dreams, it has tormented my days and nights like a 
fucking broken record. 


"What do you want, Blondie?" The girl behind the till asked me, chewing on her gum and cracking her jaw 


excessively. 


Pale lipstick groped her thick lips, and mascara glooped over her eyelashes, which spiked around dark eyes in a 
grotesque fashion 


| assumed she was talking to me, 

"Um..Jack Daniels," | said, "And a packet of Marlboro cigarette's, yeah?" 

She noted it down, and turned to face Roxii. 

"Same, dearest," he smiled charmingly, making the unusual-looking woman blush and wink. 


| laughed and turned to him, watching his eyes light up. 


"Still the same old charmer. | guess some things never change, eh?" 
He shook his head, "Guess they don't 


His voice was gruff and raw, like he had gone to hell and back. But he was the same guy, nonetheless. He was 
still the same charming, teenage-kicks, boy-next-door type. Well..boy-next-door-gone-suicidal type, | suppose. 


"And what about you? You and Kristen still tight?" He asked passively, welcoming me to change the subject 


whenever | pleased. 


But | didn't. | refused to let anyone know that things weren't going so smoothly for the wife and me. Nobody 
had found out yet, and nobody needs to know. 


"Yeah, she's a month pregnant now. Doing really well," | replied stiffly, taking a large gulp out of the drink that 


the woman had just slammed down on the table on front of me, and lighting up a cigarette. 


‘Oh..she's pregnant?" He asked, leaning his chin on his fist and looking at me intently. | felt uneasy under his 
penetrating gaze, finding my body begin to have a life of it's own as it shuffled and squirmed. 


"Y-yeah..didn't you know?" | asked. Had Roxii not noticed Kristen's growing stomach? 

"No, | didn't. Jessica didn't tell me, Naughty girl," he smirked, tapping his fingers on the table. 

"Indeed." 

His face was blank of emotion it seemed. He was still the same person | had left behind. But | hope we can 
rebuild our broken, tarnished relationship. 

After all, everybody deserves a second chance. And Roxii was truly, my best friend. He was always that 
certain someone that | could depend on, and the arms | could fall back into when | failed He was my mirror, 
and at all the miserable intervals in my life..he was my everything. He was the world | was living in, the person 


| woke up for. He was God, to me. 


"Dude..what're you staring at?" He asked skittishly, tossing his hair back with a flick of his head and lowering 


his gaze. 


"Nothing," | smiled meekly, reaching around for my drink and clanking my glass against his one, which was held 


lightly in his left hand. 
"Anyway..." | smiled. 


"Cheers?" He suggested, raising his eyebrows and smiling. 


"To what?" 
He looked up wonderingly for minute, before shrugging and whispering, 
"To your kid." 


| grinned sheepishly, putting my glass to my lips and keeping eye focus with his at all times. 


And so, from that point on, that one drink we were supposed to have turned into two. Then three. Four. Five. 


Six. An entire night's worth of booze consumed within a few drunken hours. 


The bar was empty at 12:00 am. With only Roxii and me, both seated in the very corner of the bar, on one of 
the dark-pea-green, hard sofas behind a dirty table. 


The only few other people in the bar, was the eighteen-year-old slut waitress that spent more time ‘doing 
jobs, than on the job. That weird looking waitress that served us our drinks, and an old blind man that was 
seated drunkenly beside the jukebox, tapping his wooden stick against the bright red side and humming to the 
crackling song that was currently playing through speakers. 

Roxii leant in close to me, both of us laughing stupidly about some random thing. 

His breath reeked of liquor, and so did mine. The smell was tantalising, and made me want to have another 
drink But | had to restrain because | was going to have to drive him and me home. He was in no state to 
manoeuvre any type of vehicle tonight. 

He laughed harder, banging his clenched up fist against my chest as the tears pushed out of his eyes. 

He was breathing in short, raspy gasps and for a minute | thought he was choking. 


"Are you o- okay?" asked in the clearest voice | could muster. 


He gave a wee chuckle before eventually forgetting what he was laughing at and leaning his head on my 


shoulder. 
He was so close..too close. 


His hand was tracing the seam of my trousers, and in all my helplessness | didn't even feel the need to push 


him off. 


| was so drunk So lifeless and numbed by everything around me that he just seemed to blur in with the 
background. 


Then again, part of me knew what he was doing and didn't have the courage to stop him. 


"Roxii?" | breathed. "Please don't." 


His hands travelled like a serpent up my side and groped under my shirt. 


My eyes closed, and | managed to lift my hands and grab onto his wrists. Forcing him backwards into the seat. 


Pushing him so he couldn't move. 


His eyes were wide and questioning. He seemed so innocent, as if he wasn't doing anything wrong. As if it was 
all natural behaviour for him. 


"Why do you keep doing this?" | asked, "You said you'd gotten over it? You said you had Jesse. Please tell me 


its because you're drunk," | begged, "Please." 

He smiled, curling his hands into fists and breathing sharply, 

‘Lam drunk.very drunk," he admitted. 

| sighed. 

"But. never got over it," he shrugged. 

| looked to the ground sullenly. | knew that things could never go back to the way they were. 

| never got over you," he whispered. 

My hands relaxed, letting go of his wrists and setting him free of restraint. 

My eyes caught his, and they sparkled against the bright bar lights. 

At that moment, whether it was the pitiable amount of alcohol in my system or the fact that | wanted to 
remember what he tasted like. Maybe it was that | wanted to feel him against me again, or the fact that | 
sought to seek out that infamous feeling of ecstasy that | had experienced so many times with this same 
person in countless dreams of mine. 

| leaned forward cautiously, grazing the back of my hand across his white, flushed cheek. 


He suddenly grabbed my hand in his, arched forward slowly and pressed his lips to mine again 


The feeling was unconquerable, incurable, insatiable and a sensation that | would never want to share with the 


world, or share with anyone for that matter. His mouth against mine was hot, sweet. Alcohol lingered on his 


Tongue as it pressured its way into my mouth. 


Roxii's hands swiped the side of my face tenderly, stroking a few strands of hair between his fingers as he 
pushed into me lightly. His chest heaving against mine as he searched me for more. 


More touches, more kissing, more. He had all of me, but he wanted more. | could feel how much he wanted it. 
He curled his hands around the lapels of my shirt and pulled me even closer, muttering through kisses, 

"| love you, Skarlett. | love you." 

| closed my eyes tightly, the words hitting me like stones on my chest. 


| thought of Kristen, of her dad's company and of that baby inside her right now as | pressed myself closer 
into this persistent man. And the guilt in me swelled up like a balloon. 


Whether it was that same guilt that made me say the words | was about to say, or whether it was the only 
shred of truth in the lie that was my life, | couldn't stop from muttering back to him, 


"| love you too." 


Poor, Misfortunate souls. 


| woke up the next morning. Liquor in my system, a headache that could kill, and my arms wrapped around a 
firm, muscle-toned body that I'm almost sure didn't belong to Jesse. My eyes snapped open quickly; the events 
from last night drumming back into me like vivid dreams. But the blonde, sleeping man next to me was more 


than enough proof that | needed to remind me that last night was anything but a dream. 
"Shit," | whispered, looking him and down. 


His hair was draped over the white bed linen, almost blending with it in all its bleached-blonde glory. His eyes 


were closed lightly, fluttering every few seconds and making him seem almost angelic. Innocent. 


His chest was bared, and the quilts covered from his hips downward, shaping his body beautifully underneath 
the sheets. 


| stroked the side of his face gently, feeling the soft skin beneath my knuckles and making me cringe with 
desire. It seems like last night just wasn't enough. But then again, | can never get enough. Anybody could give 
me everything they had, and every ounce of love in them..but I'd still want more. Some call it greed, and | 


guess that's understandable. 


| shuffled closer to him, smirking as | twisted a strand of his blonde hair around my index finger and let it go 
idly. Taking joy as it splayed over my fingers and sewed itself back into the patchwork quilt of matted, layered 


hair. 


Last night seemed such a blur. | only remembered small things: The way Eric was laughing. The first time he 
had laughed with me in too long. | could feel my heart swelling as he was able to talk to me again, and the fact 
that he could at last look me in the eye and smile warmly in my direction. Of course | loved him, of course | 
couldn't forget about my past mistakes, of course | couldn't forget about him! He was beautiful, and somewhat 
secluded in his thoughts. He explained to me about Kristen's pregnancy, and by the look in his tired, dark eyes, | 
could feel his remorse for her. | could feel his pain, and | could feel him trying to hide every little feeling of 


that hurt in him from me. 


| could remember me kissing him, and the drunken smirk | pressed against his skin when he did little to stop 


me. | could feel my success beneath me as | pressed against his relaxed, relenting body. 

| bit his bottom lip, laughing as he cursed me and brought me closer to him. 

He drove me back to my house, telling me that | was drunk and insisting that when | get inside my apartment | 
should take a tablet to stop my head from screaming in the morning. But as soon as | opened the door to my 


room, it wasn't long before he was inside with me, pressing me into the bed as he straddled my hips. 


It was Eric. The man who would never cheat on his wife, the man who'd never do anything to hurt his 


precious, precious wife- was showing more enthusiasm with his lead singer than he'd ever shown when he was 


around her. 


| jumped back quickly, pulling my hand away from Eric's face as his eyes fluttered one last time before opening 
slowly. 


| held my breath, wondering if he would remember me from last night. If he would remember what exactly 
happened between us. 
His hips shuffled under the bedcovers as he looked at me with unknowing eyes. He gazed at me drowsily, as if 


he wasn't one hundred per cent sure who | was. 


| smiled, sitting up on the bed and trailing my fingers through my hair, making it snake around my shoulders 


and frame my face like a lion's mane. 
Eric sat up alongside me also, rubbing his eyes and looking around the surroundings of my room with a lowered 
gaze. A small gasp emanated from him as his face travelled from the familiar red carpeting, to the ripped blue 


wallpaper, until finally settling on me. 


‘Oh my God," he muttered, stumbling out of the bed and quickly pulling on a pair of ripped white jeans that had 
been discarded on the floor in last night's heat. 


| sighed, putting my face in my hands disappointedly. Hearing the rustling Eric's black, metal-heeled cowboy 
boots as he paced the floor. 


"Are you okay?" | asked timidly, voice going up a pitch as the blonde's eyes grew large and fearful. 


"|. can't remember..| mean, | do remember, about last night. But, it's." he stuttered, dragging his fingers 


threw his hair and continuing to pace the ground on front of me. 


| grabbed his hand, squeezing it tightly and gritting my teeth as he stared down at me in silent wonder. He bit 
his lip, trying to stop it from trembling. 


"L.I love you," | whispered, voice small and tight as | tried to make him believe me. 
Eric's hand tightened around mine and he closed his eyes, as if | had just punched him in the stomach. He said 
he loved me last night. But | know he didn't mean it. I'm not a gullible person, and he could tell me he loved me 


a thousand times right now and | still wouldn't believe him. 


"But | have a baby," he muttered, sitting down beside me on the bed and shaking his head in disbelief, "| have a 
baby." 


| nodded my head briefly, scanning his arched, cringing figure with sad eyes and a disheartened frown. 


"And what about Kristen? How can | ever face her again? Her and l-we had a fight last night, and | didn't even 
come hore! All sorts of shit is gonna fly into her head, like I've been sleeping around with some chick or 
something!" 

| hate that bitch," | muttered silently, through gritted teeth. 


He scowled at me, "Shut up, fucker!" 


"Eric, you know | hate her. | always tell youl You're just pissed off cause you're marriage isn't working out! You 


hate that bitch as much as | do!" 


My arms flew through the air angrily, as | got up out of bed and walked over to the couch to get my leather 


Jeans. 


"My marriage is fine, it's you that's the problem," Eric stated portentously, standing up and folding his arms 


across his chest. Walking slowly over to me and sitting down on the couch. 
| scowled, buttoning up my jeans and pulling on a plain white t-shirt. 


"No, prick! The problem is that you and | fucked last night, and you liked it! That's the fuckin’ problem!" | 


shouted, clenching my fists and glaring down at him. 
He frowned, eyes softening as he peered up at my angry, flustered face. 


"Am | right? Can you honestly fuckin’ say that | raped you last night? Cause it sure didn't fuckin feel like rape 


to mel" 
He clenched his fists around a handful of material on the sofa and gritted his teeth violently together. 


"All right, so | let you get inside my jeans once. That's the last time, | assure you," he stated, rubbing up and 


down his arm, "That'll never happen again." 


| smiled mockingly, sitting down beside him on the arm of the sofa; leaning one hand on the back of his seat 


and looming down over his tensed body, 

" ‘Last time?" | sneered, almost on the verge of laughing in his face, "Its only the beginning, darling.’ 

Eric's eyes were wide and wondering as he stared up into my face. Panic jolting through them as he shuffled 
under my gaze. Perhaps he was nervous because he knew what | was saying was the truth. This was only the 


beginning. 


"You're wrong. | can't..| won't cheat on Kristen! She's having my baby, she love's me," the blonde shook his 


head, trying desperately to look away from me. But he couldn't. His eyes stayed focussed on mine, not shifting 


one inch away as he tried to crack his way past my blank exterior. 


| smiled, slowly moving my body from the arm of the sofa and slinking my way beside him. Pressing against his 


side gently and nuzzling my face into his neck, 
"Stop it," he huffed, putting his hand on my arms in a meek attempt to stop me. 


| growled, wrapping my arms around him and pulling him closer. There's no way l'm letting go as easily as | did 


before. I'm never going to let go, 

"No," | whispered firmly. 

He quickly grabbed my arm, pushing me away harshly and shuffling further away from me on the sofa 
| scowled, pulling my knees up into my chest and looking at him sourly. 

"Damn, so fucking difficult. You're so fucking difficult, Eric!" | cursed him, "Prick." 


"Shit Roxii, you think you'd be ecstatic, you finally got what you wanted, right? Getting into my fucking pants, 
you faggot!" He hissed, hauling himself off the seat and turning to look down at me. 


| felt like | was back at home with my mother and father. The way | used to get scolded so badly for the 
tiniest thing. | remembered the way my dad would stand over me with a leather belt in his hand, nostrils 


flaring and cheeks flushed in rage as he lectured me about something or other. 


"Don't you dare call me a faggot!" | snarled back at him, picking myself speedily off the couch and shoving my 
face into his arrogantly. Having to stand on the tips of my toes just to reach his height. 


"That's what you are, aren't you? That's what you've always been!" 


| cringed in anger; pushing him harshly and making him back up into a wall. | put both my hands on the space 
of wall at either side of his head so that he couldn't get away, and | pushed my chest against his. 


He flinched anxiously, eyes turning scared as my rage built. 

"Fucker! You think that's all | am? Some sort of a dick-sucker! You think that's everything that makes me! You 
don't know shit, Eric. You know nothing! | may say | love you, but guess what fucker? Love doesn't mean shit in 
this decade! Now | may be queer, and | may be a ‘faggot, but the point is, you're right up there with me. And 


you know what? You love it!" 


| whispered, feeling his erection press against my thigh as he whimpered like a child. 


| frowned, breathing heavily and letting my arms flop to my side as | made my way into the kitchen idly. | took 
a mug from the top shelf beside the fridge and put it on the table, about to make some coffee. 


Eric stood in complete silent shock where | had left him. His breathing was in short, audible gasps as he ran 


his fingers over and over again through masses of blonde locks. 
Just as | put on the kettle, the phone rang. 


| wanted to leave it, but after a while it got on my nerves too much to ignore. Besides, something needed to fill 


the silence. 

| picked it up from its little holster on the black kitchen counter, 

"Hello," | chimed, trying to sound casual. 

The signal on the other end crackled, before a panic-stricken female voice broke through, 
"Hell, Roxii? Can you hear me?" 


It was Jesse; sounding more worried and flustered than I'd ever heard her. In the background, beyond the 


crackling noises, | could hear the bleeping of monitors and the mechanical sounds of what seemed like a circus. 
| winced, 

"Jesse, where are you?" 

Jesse frantically rushed through an explanation, but after the first line, | was numbed. 


My gaze shot towards Eric, who was looking at me intently from atop my bed as he observed every 


movement | made. 


When Jesse finished talking, | didn't even say goodbye. | just nodded naively and hung up on her, folding my 


arms and cautiously walking over to the worried guitarist. 
| frowned, sitting down beside him and looking him squarely in the eye. 
How could | tell him this? He'd be..heartbroken. 


Eric's eyes frowned at the side, and | directed my gaze to the floor. He followed my face with his own, leaning 
forward so that he could see my cold, blank eyes. 


"What's the matter? What did Jesse say?" He asked, forgetting about anything that had happened between him 


and me, "Is she hurt?" 


| shook my head, tapping my feet on the ground nervously as my teeth gnawed their way through my bottom 
lip. 


He shrugged, "What? What's the matter?" 
| took in a deep breath and reluctantly met his gaze. 


His eyes were so dark. So morbidly dark and pained looking that it was my last desire to want to bring them 
any more pain. How could | tell him this? There's no easy way out. And he has to be told. 


But how unfortunate for him that he had to be told.by me. 
'It's.its Kristen," | stuttered, trying to look as sympathetic as | could. 
His pupil's grew large and worried as his stance and body stiffened and drew to attention. 


"She's had a miscarriage." 
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My stomach lurched as | sat outside Kristen's hospital room, leaning against the door with a cigarette in my 
mouth and a bottle of schnapps resting in my hand-on the verge of tipping over if | didn't tighten my grip any 


time soon. 


Everything seemed so unreal now. Kristen had just had a miscarriage, Skarlett has, most likely, vowed never to 
look, speak or even acknowledge my existence anymore, because whenever | told him the news about his wife 
and child, he didn't exactly take it gracefully. Not that | expected him to or anything, after all, he's lost his 
fucking kid! | have no idea how much pain he must be going through at the minute. 


| remember the time whenever my ex-girlfriend-Nina, became pregnant. | was the one that talked her into 
having an abortion, and she yielded to that request with open arms. In the end, it turned out the baby wasn't 
mine anyway, but some guy she'd been seeing behind my back. | forgot his name, but that dude hunted me 
down like a dog. Apparently he wanted the kid, and he vowed on his life to slaughter me dead! That was way 
back, years ago, though. | haven't seen that guy or Nina in a very long time, and I'm glad for it, too. But | 


guess, my point is, that I've never experienced a really big loss. 
So then why do | seem to want sympathy? 
"Roxii?" 


| looked up, only to see a pale-faced, emerald-eyed Reggie looming over me with a dazed, almost childlike 


wonder in his expression. 

| sneered, 

"What do you want?" | asked, tearing my body off the floor and levelling my height with his. Luckily, Reggie 
wasn't wearing those weird high-heels he sometimes wears, and so that meant | wasn't smaller than him 


Today. 


He always made me feel like such a twerp whenever he wore those heels. He'd look down on me, as if he 


thought he was fucking better. 


Though, back when we were ‘going out, it was nice to stand on tiptoe when | kissed him. | don't know why 


though, it just felt right. 


"| don't know," the redhead shrugged, twiddling with his horrible, lime-green jumper that hung off his lank 
frame like access skin, "The whole band's here... for moral support." 


"For Eric?" 
Reggie snorted, something that was in between a laugh and a sneer, 


"Yeah, for Eric." 


| nodded, leaning my arm on the doorframe and putting my hand on my forehead as if | was in a deep chain of 


thought, even though | wasn't thinking at all. 


Reggie looked to the ground innocently, his hair sticking to his flushed face like little threads before he quickly 


swiped them away again. 


Reggie had always seemed too young for his own good. Looking at him now, if | didn't know him, I'd guess him to 
be about seventeen or eighteen. Certainly not twenty-five, anyway. He looked like he was just out of school. He 
didn't seem to age at all 


"So... where's the rest of the band? When did they get here?" | asked, since | had been in this fucking hospital 


from nine-thirty this morning and wasn't aware any of the band members were here. 


"They're over in the waiting area. We've all been here since quite early this morning. Roger and | heard about 
Kristen's miscarriage first. We weren't sure where Skarlett was though. We called all over town looking for him. 
Jesse was the one that found him... and you, for that matter. You were both in your apartment, eh?" Reggie 


sneered, tossing his head and leaning his arm on the wall, just beside were my arm was resting. 


He made me feel guilty, even when there was nothing to feel guilty about. It was like | had wronged him in 
some way. It was like, trying to get Eric was some sort of a crime to our little fling. Not that it was any of 
Reggie's business what the Hell | did with Eric. After all, it was Reggie's idea to split us up, not mine. | was 
perfectly happy with the way things were. Probably because, when Reggie and me were going out, | was always 
being fulfilled-in one way or another. Either my heroin addiction was quenched, or my sex addiction was 


satistied. 
Either way, Reggie was always up for it. 


| sighed, sucking in my cheeks and raising my eyebrows. | kept my eyes on Reggie's as | lifted my cigarette to 
my lips and sucked in a deep, passionate lungful of nicotine. 


"Yeah," | nodded, "We were at my apartment.” 


Reggie laughed, still looking to the ground and still fiddling with the strands of his lime jumper. 


"Wow, Roxii. A whole three months away from me, and you got him... | mustve been holding you back, right?" 
He smiled bitterly; mouth twisting as he quickly turned on his heel and made his way back into the waiting 


room. Leaving me feeling ridiculous, guilty and exposed. 


It was like Reggie had just ripped out my heart and stomped it on the ground. He made my stomach turn with 
guilt and | wasn't sure why | felt guilty at all. | know that the remark he made was meant to make me feel 
culpable, but even knowing that it still made me feel like complete shit! 


Maybe it was his eyes. Those sad, fucking forlorn eyes. They're like venom. They pierce right through you and 
suck out your soul while you fall in love with him. Because its inevitable with a person like Reggie... anybody 


will fall in love with him. 


| stubbed out my cigarette on the ground quickly and shoved my hands in my pockets. | was about to join the 
rest of the band in the waiting room-maybe get something out of the vending machines since | skipped lunch 
and my stomach was making loud, embarrassing churning noises that it always makes when | was hungry. But 
before | could move, the door to Kristen's room jerked open from behind me, causing me to quickly lunge 


forward before turning on my heel to face Eric. 


The blonde seemed sick and feverish; his face was flushed and sweat-drenched, his hair was scraggly as it 
attached itself to his forehead. He was shaking all over, teeth chattering as if he was remarkably cold, even 
though the hospital felt like a fucking oven; what with the sun belting down through wide, wall length windows 


at every turn. 


Eric stood in the doorframe for a few minutes, watching me with a blank expression as if | weren't there at 


all. | smiled at him warily, not wanting to seem too happy since his baby just died. 


My eyes drifted from him, into the room behind Kristen lay in the bed, sleeping. Her hair tousled and so unlike 
the usual, perfectly tamed locks that she had always taken so much pride in Her lipstick was smeared down 
the side of her cheek, which someone had neglected to clean off and her arm dangled down the side of the 
bed, lankly. She looked like a perfectly dead corpse. Her face seemed aged about twenty years and her eyes had 


incredible bags under them. She seemed simply lifeless. 


| took a step forward, towards Skarlett. He didn't move, except for a slight tremor in his abdomen. | could 
practically see his chest wrestling for oxygen and | wanted to hold him so tightly. But then again, | feared that 


if | were to even touch him, his whole body would crumble to the floor and into a pile of dust. 


| put out my hand, gently brushing away strands of hair that clung annoyingly to the side of his damp face. He 
sneered, lips curling as he closed his eyes in slight resistance. But before he could push me away, | had already 


latched my arms around his waist, pulling him close until | could practically feel his heart beat against my 


chest. 


If Eric had had an ounce of strength in him, | had no doubt in my mind that he would've hit me. But luckily, 


the blonde had no other option than to wrap his arms around my neck and yield to whatever | wanted. Not 


that | was taking advantage of him... | just wanted to help him when he needed it. | didn't want to be second- 
string; | didn't want him to deny it when he needed help, even if he didn't want it from me. 


After a few seconds of constricting his small frame in my arms, | finally let the blonde go. His eyes were red 
and tired, and they held a certain amount of scorn in them as he looked at me. | looked away from him to the 


ground, rubbing the back of my neck nervously and feeling slightly ashamed with myself. 
"Eric!" 


Roger walked over from the waiting room, linking his arm around Eric's neck and pulling him into a manly, pat- 


on-the-back embrace, to which Eric accepted gratefully. 


Reggie soon appeared from the waiting room also, smiling sympathetically and slowly making his way over to 
me and waiting for Eric and Roger to finalise their hug as Roger gave the blonde a small, condoling pat on the 


shoulder. 
"Are you okay, man?" Reggie asked huskily, putting his hand on Eric's shoulder and smiling kindly. 


Eric frowned, bobbing his head in a motion that was neither a yes nor a no. He seemed as if he wasn't sure 


what was happening, or who we were or what the Hell we were doing here talking to him. 


"llm not sure," Eric laughed, but there was no humour in his laughter, "T-the doctor said | had to leave. 


Kristen needs sleep... Lots of sleep." 


| raised one eyebrow, watching in complete bewilderment as Eric walked on ahead of us all. Simply trudging 
along the dirty crème hospital floor with his hands shoved in his pockets, constantly tripping over his own feet 
as he made his way into a large, violet-coloured lobby and out through two automatic front doors into the 
streets. And we followed him quietly, me, Roger and Reggie, all walking side by side out into the car park and 
following the dazed blonde as he trudged a few feet ahead of us in a world of his own. 


"Josh?" Roger asked, pulling a cigarette and lighter out of his pocket and watching me as | curled a lock of my 


hair around my finger. 


"Yeah?" | asked, only looking to the raven-haired bassist for a few seconds before bringing my attention back 


to my hair. 
It's fun to dwell thoughts on something as insignificant as hair, whenever big problems are taking place. For 


some reason, it makes life seem so much simpler. 


"What the fuck was Eric doing in your apartment? | mean..it wasn't even for a few hours; it was the whole 


fucking night! | thought you two weren't even talking?” 


Fuck, what is this? Is this guy, like, fucking interrogating me, or something? 
| glared at Roger, gritting my teeth together in silent rage, 

| don't think | like your tone, dude. What's with all the questions?" 

Roger shrugged, lowering his eyes and sucking his cheeks in menacingly. 


"Nothing. | just find it a bit..suspicious, s'all." 


"Hey, does Kristen have to stay the night in hospital?" Reggie randomly burst out. 


| looked at the redhead, lowering my eyes as he gave me a stern look and grabbed my wrist, giving it a tight 
squeeze. | jumped, yelping before quickly snatching my wrist from his hand. 


"Yeah, probably. | don't know, I'm not really sure how miscarriages work," Roger sighed, kicking a stone along 


the sidewalk as we made our way out of the car park and started to follow Eric down the sidewalk. 


The road was practically empty, and no cars seemed to be anywhere in sight, apart from a few that were 


parked in a nearby fast food restaurant. 


Neither me, nor Roger or Reggie knew were Eric planned to go. | don't even think Eric himself knew were he 
was intending to go. But still, we followed and he walked on. 


"Well..who's Eric going to stay with?" Asked Reggie, biting his lip and looking from me to Roger with wide 


calculating eyes. 
We all stopped simultaneously and looked to the redhead, who had an innocent expression. 


"What are you looking at me for?! I'm just saying, | mean, look at him!" Reggie made an over-exaggerated 
gesture towards Eric, who had just crossed over the street in the direction of the city park. As soon as he 
arrived at the other side of the road, while-in the process- almost getting run over by two cars and a lorry, 
the blonde sat down against the side of a bus stop and pulled out a packet of cigarettes. The rest of us 
merely observed him, nobody daring to cross the road and talk to the mourning guitarist. We reminded 
ourselves of bird watchers. Bird watchers that had just spotted a very rare species of bird and were so 
scared of frightening it away that we didn't have the guts to go any closer. Me, Roger and Reggie stayed 


rooted to the spot, watching our friend from a distance as he smoked his cares away. 


"| mean, we can't just let him sleep alone tonight... can we?" Reggie asked, rubbing the back of his neck and 


looking from me to Roger quizzically. 


| stared at Reggie's taught, examining face, before looking over to Eric and back to Reggie again. Then | rubbed 


my neck too and curled my finger around my chin thoughtfully, before saying, 
"No... we can't leave him alone." 


"Yeah, he'll probably try to kill himself," Roger sighed,, tapping his foot on the ground while giving ‘the finger’ to 
a passer-by that had accidentally pushed his shoulder. 


"Don't say that," Reggie gasped, grabbing my arm as if | was supposed to do something. 
| shrugged, "He probably will, if we don't keep an eye on him." 


"Eric wouldn't try to kill himself," Reggie said, lowering his eyes and looking to the ground, maybe trying to 
convince himself that what he had just said was true. Then he sighed and muttered, "Would he?" 


Nobody uttered a word. 

Finally Roger sighed, scratched his head and said, 

"So..who's going to take the bundle of joy, eh? | don't think he'd eat too much, or take up too much room." 
‘Its not funny, Roger," Reggie snapped. 

"Am | laughing?" 

"You're being a smartass, that's what!" 

"You guys, shut up! I'll take him, okay!" | glowered at the two bickering men, who both stared at the ground 
with angry pouts on their faces and cigarette's in their hands. Each one puffing away like there was no 


tomorrow. 


"So what? You're going to carry him all the way to your house?" Reggie asked, waving his hands in the air like 


the idea was ludicrous. 

"Ever heard of cars?" | sneered. 

"Ever heard of shutting up?" 

"Listen, | don't think he should change locations! | mean, Eric's got pets, doesn't he?" Roger asked, leaning against 
a fence that separated the sidewalk from a large, blocked off area that | suspected to be some sort of 


factory. 


"Yeah, two cats. They're not his, they're Kristen's," | answered, keeping my eyes on the blonde across the 
street, who was still resting against the bus stop like a homeless person, watching all the passers-by with a 


blank, melancholy expression 


"Well, Roxii, just pack some stuff of yours and you can go live with Eric for the next few days. Maybe talk to 
him. Just try to get him smiling again, or something. You two are friends, right?" Roger said, nodding to me and 
raising his eyes and throwing his cigarette to the ground before stomping it out viciously. 


| snarled, muttering a small ‘Fine’ before throwing away my cigarette and crossing the street over to Eric. 


Reggie and Roger didn't follow. 
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| stood at the door of the room, watching Eric as he stared through a window at the outside world; sun 


beaming down on his white-blonde hair and making it seem almost radiant against his all-too-pale skin. 


It took my breath away, to say the least. This vision of him, seeming so peaceful and content as he watched 


with lazy eyes as the world slipped by on front of him. 


| had just moved in with him yesterday, and when | came knocking at his front door and he opened it, his eyes 
were like two round saucers; staring at me as if | was some sort of ghost or apparition. | smiled at him 
faintly, but the gesture wasn't returned. Instead he just rolled his eyes, sighed and took my bags without any 
further questioning. He knew why | was here with him, he didn't have to be told; and- though he didn't seem to 


appreciate the invasion of his privacy- he didn't object much. 


| stepped forward on the wooden floors to get a better look at him in all his glory. | missed this side of him. | 
missed seeing the content side of him that had no worries. For a minute it almost seemed like the old Eric was 
back; the old Eric that | used to play pro-baseball with. The old Eric that | used to take ballet lessons with, 
just so that we could see the girls jump about in tutus. 


| smiled at the memories. It seemed so long ago now..and look what a mess we've made of our lives since then 


Look at what a mess /ve made of our friendship. 


| jumped as the floorboards made a loud, almost earth shattering creak against the blissful silence of the 


room. 


Eric spun around on the windowsill, almost falling to the floor as he jumped up from his seated position so 


quickly. 
| gasped, putting a hand to my heart as his speed took me by surprise. | had no idea Eric was so jumpy! 


"Sorry," | whispered, seeing the look of annoyance in his eyes as he realised the noise that had almost sent him 


ballistic was only me. 


He shook his head, dragging his fingers through his hair before reaching down into his jeans pocket to grab a 
packet of cigarettes. 


Oh God, | really wanted a cigarette now. | had promised Jesse that I'd try to quit, but it was at times like 


these that | wondered why the Hell | had agreed to that. It was hardly a mutual decision between her and |, 
and no offence to the women but | can't remember the last time a chick told me what to dol I'm my own man, 


baby, take it or leave it! 


But then again, | had always had a kind of fear of certain diseases. One of them being heart disease, the other 
being cancer. | have a terrible fear of both and | realise that cigarette's can cause cancer..this is most likely 
the reason | agreed to stop. But stilla suck of nicotine wouldn't be the worst thing in the world right about 
now. 


Eric covered his hand around his lit match to stop it from blowing out and held the tip of his cigarette to the 
flame, letting it light easily before he blew the flickering flame out and threw the match to the floor. 


| sighed, rolling my eyes and strutting over to pick up the match that he had discarded carelessly on the floor. 
He watched me with wide eyes as | leant down and picked up the crisply burnt little splinter of wood and 


chucked it in the bin. He raised an eyebrow. 


"What the Hell did you do that for?" he asked, sneering and walking over to the couch and settling himself 


down. 
| followed him, setting myself down beside him- much closer than was necessary. 


"| did it because | don't want all those matches and shit to clutter up your nice house," | said, folding my legs 
on the sofa and pressing my shoulder against his. 


| wanted to be close to him. | needed to feel him. He was everything... 


"What do you mean?" Eric asked in annoyance, leaning forward and resting his elbows on his knees- sucking in 


puffs of nicotine and breathing them out again. 

| sighed, looking at his profile and sticking out my bottom lip. | could feel my jaw slackening as | traced the lines 
of his profile with my eyes. His lips jutted out nicely; pink and pouted and perfect, as ever. His eyes were the 
deepest brown and his lashes were so long and fucking thick..it made me hard just thinking about kissing him. 
Hell, it made me hard just thinking that | had actually kissed those lips before, and | had fucked that perfect 


ass of his. 


| mean I'm here to make sure you stay in one fucking piece," | said, taking in a breathe of passive smoke and 


taking pleasure in it, "I'm here to take care of you." 
He grunted, "I don't need a baby-sitter, thanks very much for the offer." 
"Don't be so fucking ungrateful," | snapped before | could stop myself. 


He looked at me with wide eyes and a mouth as straight as a line. | swallowed deeply, feeling small under his 


gaze. 


"Listen, | know this is hard for you Eric..but I'm here to help and help only, | swear!" | said, putting my hand 
up, "l just want us to be... friends," | said 


He grunted fiercely, shaking his head and jumping up from his seated position to look down on me. His eyes 


were red with fury, 


"Oh don't be such an idiot!" He snapped, "You know we can't ever be ‘just friends' again! You know it! Why do 
you bother to say such stupid things?" 


| found myself shrinking back into the seat. My heart was beating so fast | feared it would pop out of my 
chest in a matter of seconds and my head was just swirling. | had never seen Eric this worked up before... and 


| didn't hate it either. 


Eric walked over to the window; peering out of it like he was doing only mere minutes ago and trying to calm 


himself down a bit. He sighed, closing his eyes tightly as if he was trying to hold back threatening tears. 
| found myself nodding my head wearily in agreement. He was right. 


"You're right," | whispered, dragging my gaze towards his back and slowly lifting myself to my feet and making 
my way towards him, "I know things can't be like they were." 


| was right behind him now; my hand shaking as | cautiously tried to put it on his shoulder. But before | could 
he had already turned to face me and | had to quickly let my hand drop down to my side where it belonged. 


| had no right to touch him. 
"Listen," he sighed, looking to the ground with eyes that were all red and just..miserable looking. 
"Yeah?" | said nonchalantly, looking up to the ceiling and trying to act aloof. 


He sighed, opening his mouth and gasping slightly, as if he was about to say something but stopped at the last 
minute. 


‘|... That night when we... eh..you know? When we..did that thing." he said, rolling his eyes like he really didn't 


want to be saying this and rubbing his arm nervously. 


| smiled sweetly, shaking my bangs out of my eyes and saying bluntly, "You mean that night we fucked? Yeah | 


remember it quite well." 


He sneered, "Yeah that." 


| shrugged, "Yeah, what about it?" 

"Well... |... You know | never meant for that to happen! And you're the one that tricked me into bed! And you... 
you fucking slithering all over me like a fucking snake, grabbing my balls and doing that..that thing you do so 
well with all the girls, you pulled the same shit on me..and | can't believe you did it so good," Eric sighed, 
shaking his head in disbelief as | folded my arms and just observed him in bewilderment. 


What was he getting at? 


"Eric..what's the matter with you?" | asked, crossing one of my legs over the other as | stood. 
| watched as a stray tear slid down Eric's face and dripped to the floor. 


It was at this point that | had to just do something. | couldn't watch this. 


| quickly gathered him up in my arms. Latching onto him like a leach and constricting his frame in my arms like 


a little kitten. 


| ran my hands through his hair; hushed him like he was a small child and told him that everything was going 
to be okay, even though | didn't know if it would be. 


| could smell the aftershave off him. It was the same kind he always used. It smelt of coconuts and summer- 


rain. It smelt like sex.. 

| pressed my face into the curve of his neck- trying to inhale as much of the familiar scent as | could 

It was at this point that | felt myself starting to lose control of myself. | felt some sort of wildness in me 
that | develop when I'm around him. It's dangerous for me to love someone, because | always end up destroying 
them. 


| do things | regret... it's a habit of mine. 


| slid my hands deeper into the thickness of his blonde locks and tugged. He gasped, saying my name sharply as 
his hand fisted in my jumper. 


| pressed my lips against his neck softly before gently biting into it. 


Eric gasped, saying my name once again before reaching up from my jumper and grabbing my hair roughly in 
his hands and pulling me back. 


| screeched as he yanked on harder before pushing me to the ground and running out of the room. 


| sighed, muttering curses at myself quietly and trying to keep the tears from cascading down my cheeks. 


whatever you do, dont cry, | said to myself over and over again. 


Don't cry, dont cry! 


But it was too late. Before | knew it, | was sobbing my eyes out into a pillow on my bed and digging my nails 
into the wood of the headboard. 


Why is life so fucking unfair? 


